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BEN . JONSON. 


[Born 1573; educated at "Westminster School and (according to Fuller) 
at St.John’s College, Cambridge. After a brief connexion with the tiade 
of his step father, a master-bricklayer, he served as a volunteer in the Low 
Countries, and settled in London as a playwright not later than 1597. His_ 
first Jmp,ortant _comedy, Ev sry Ma n in his Humour, was acted 1 598 ; his 
first tragedy, Sejumts, 1603. His masques chieily belong to the reign of 
James I, more especially to its eailier part. He wrote nothing for the 
stage fiom 1616 to 1625. After this he produced a few more plays, with- 
out permanently securing the favour of the public. Of these plays tlie last 
but two was The New Inn, the comjJete failure of which on the stage 
provoked Jonson’s longer OJe to litmsetf. He enjoyed however in his 
later years, besides a fluctuating couit patronage, the general homage 
of the English world of letters as its veteian chief. He died in London, 
August 6, 1C37. The First Folio edition of his Woiks, published in i6i6, 
included the Book of Epigrams, and the lyrics and epistles gathered under 
the heading The Forest in the same Folio ; the Second Folio, published 
posthumously in 1641, contained the larger and (as its name implies) 
supplementary collection, called Underwoods by its author.] 

Though the readers of Ben Jonson are relatively few, there is 
tio securer fame in our literature than his. He lived long, and 
ended his days in a very different world of letters as well as 
of politics from (hat upon tvhich, after his return from military 
serv'icc in the Nl 'herland; he had launched the earliest of his 
great comedies, j .n his old age, when he had survived both the 
heat of the quarrels in which he had e.\ulted and the fulness of 
the popularity which he had contemned, — when his powers were 
declining and his troubles increasing, — he was generally acknow- 
ledged as the chief of his art. His society was courted by grave 
seniors and by y'outhful aspirants to literary honours, while by 
an inner circle of devotees he was venerated as their ‘metro- 
politan in poetry,’ and honoured after death with a collection of 
tributes such as even in that age of panegyrics would have 
overweighted the remembrance of any otlier man. During the 
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Restoration period his reputation as an r,ngli':h dranini’St v.as 
still second to none, so far as critical opinion v ns coijccnic d- 
But a poet’s name is not kept gretn by critical opinion, and 
ihc name of a dramatic poet perhaps least of ail. In his old 
age, as Jonson informed King Charles I, the ‘less poctir boss’ 
had judged ‘parts of him decayed’; to posterity he gr.Kl'iaily 
came to seem oicrfull and oitr-difncflt. And thus in the end 
his inability or unv illingncss (often o.presscd nith unnecessary 
frankness) to come to tenns with the l.irgcr public h.os rtiengcd 
itself by his wntings haung been long .and unworthily neglected. 
To sink irresistibly into the souls of men, or lightly to inoee the 
mirth of tlic multitude, was and is beyond the poi.cr of his 
poetic genius. To dissoKe its inspirations in wantonness, or to 
satisfy coarse appetites with the hu=ks of its fruits, v as incom- 
patible with the ch.aracter of his mind Ko writer w.is c\cr at 
once so varied and so serious, so \oluminous and so conscien- 
tious. Few ha\e been so careful .about what they wrote before 
publication, and so careless .about it afterwards He thought that 
he could trust his reputation to the judgment of those who can 
‘underst.and and define what merit is’, and upon the whole it may 
be said that both the audience to which he appealed, .and lh.it 
whose opinion he professed neither to lo\c nor to fear, base t iken 
him at his word. His fame as a dr.amatist — on which his general 
fame will alway'S essentially depend — must therefore remain within 
the keeping of those who arc ‘sc.alcd of the tribe of Ben’; but 
of these the succession is certain to remain unbroken. 

One quite special cause h.as in the course of time not less 
unjustly than unfortunately interfered with the posthumous popu- 
larity' of Ben Jonson. Not only has his poetic fame — as was 
inetitable — ^been overshadowed by' Hiat of Shakspere ; but be w.as 
long believed to have entertained, and to ha\c t.iken frequent 
opportunities of expressing, a malign jealousy of one both greater 
and more successful than himself Tins rather musty charge was 
elaborately examined and refuted by Jonson’s editor, Giffoid, to 
whose efforts on this head nothing remains to be added, though 
perhaps here and there something may with adiantage be taken 
away from them. With pen and with tongue Ben Jonson was 
always, consciously or unconsciously, exerting his critical faculty ; 
and like his great namesake of the eighteenth century', who in 
many respects (not including creative gifts) so strangely resembles 
him, he loved to measure and qualify even the praise which came 
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warmest from his heart. In order to judge of his feelings towards 
Shahspere, and his opinion of Shakspere’s genius, it suffices to 
read with candour as well as care the famous lines included in the 
following selection. If the constitution of the writer’s mind, and 
the circumstances of the writing be taken into account, it may be 
said with truth that few criticisms at once so generous and so 
discerning have ever been committed to posterity by one great 
poet concerning another. At all events it should not be over- 
looked that the praise which from Jonson weighs heaviest — tire 
praise of Shakspere’s ar / — was precisely that of which many 
generations delighting in the poet’s ‘native woodnotes wild’ failed 
to understand the meaning. 

As a matter of course, Jonson is chiefly remembered as a 
dramatist, though his labours as such very far from exhausted his 
extraordinary powers of work, and though for ten years (beginning 
rvith that of Shakspere’s death) he never wrote for the stage at all. 
Indeed, though he declared his profits as a playwright to have 
been c,xtremely small, it seems to have been necessity rather than 
choice which turned his efforts in this direction. In the spirited 
Ode io Himself {oi whiclt the date is uncertain, but which probably 
belongs to some time near i6i6), as well as in the lines to Shak- 
spere, he makes no secret of his longing for what seemed to him 
nobler because freer forms of poetry. But though he not long 
afterwards (1619) told Drummond of Hawthornden in one of his 
famous Conversations, ‘ that he had an intention to perfect an epic 
poem entitled Heroologia, of the Worthies of this Country' roused 
by Fame, and to dedicate it to his country,’ nothing came of the 
project. Nor would it appear that the burning of his library, for 
which he execrated ‘ the lame Lord of Fire ’ in a vivacious series 
of his favourite heroic couplets, consumed together with the MS. 
of his English Grammar and of his Aristotelian notes for his 
Translation of Horace's Ari of Poetiy, any original poem of 
special length or importance. E.xclusively, therefore, of his 
dramas and masques, and of a few translations from the Latin 
Poets professing to be nothing more than such, Jonson’s poetical 
remains consist only of the three collections mentioned at the head 
of this notice. How far the last of these, the Underiuoods, 
which comprises epistles, epigrams, and lyrics of various kinds, 
was prepared or even designed for publication by Jonson, is 
unknown. 

The lyrics in Jonson’s dramas are extremely few, as becomes a 
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dramatist \\ho (as lie rather too tcr-cle expresses it) stroec not 
only to set ‘wouls above action,’ but ‘I’l.ittcr above words’ 
Indeed, with the exception of two or tlutc pretty son;;, Aif whirl) 
one, exquisitely rendeied from a Latin niiptnd. aial another, 
aftciwards rcpiinltd in an enlarqi d foim in the i'vd tx th fq are 
cited to exemplify the light touch at the I'omm.ind ol Jonbon's 
not always laborious fmgeis) none of these often charming and 
always disturbing obstacles to diainatic intere.t interfete v ith 
the steady progress of his plajs. Ihe '•tately ehoiiisrs in the 
tragedy of Catiline stand on a different looting fioai that of more 
or less desultory songs. 

Even in Jonson’s tnasqtie ^, — a form of poetry v hich owes to Iiim 
not indeed its origin, but its eslabhshim nt a> a species in our 
literature — though the l>ric.il element neitssarily iorms an integral 
pait of the composition, yet the imponaiice ati.irhed to it by the 
author is unmistakcably secondary Kor is llie rea'-on of this far 
to seek. From one point of mow, indeed, it is right and proper to 
insist upon the essential dilTerenccs between a masque and a 
drama, and upon the consequent .absurdity of apph mg the same 
standards of criticism to both. From anotlii r point of v lew it is 
equally true that it is thcdmm.alic eli ment, or the element of action, 
in the masque .as treated by Jonson, which constitutes the differ- 
ence between it .and .a mere ‘disguising’ — .i difference which m 
ti.w c.asc of earlier masques h.id no existence at .ill According to 
his wont, Jonson w.as above .all anxious to ‘funiisli the inward 
parts’ of the masques, bariicrs and other cntirt.unnicnts coin* 
posed by him, and in an .igc when, by the c.iprnc of fashion and 
according to the inevit.ablc l.aw of change, .a t.iste for these ‘tran- 
sitoiy devices’ had largely superseded the love of the drama, to 
offer nothing that was not both ‘nouiishing and sound.’ lienee 
whether It vv as a municip.al ‘ invention m tlu .Strand,’ to the body 
of which ho had to ‘adapt his soul,’ or a hint of the Queen’s 
which he had to dev elope as l.idieb’ hints sometimes require, hiS 
aim was chiefly to give something of diain.Uic life as well as of 
deeper me.anmg to his occ.ision.il puces Not only w.as he re- 
solved that so far as in him la) ‘p.unting .ind c.irpcntry’ should 
tiot be (.as he thought Inigo Jones strove to in.akc them) ‘the soul 
of masque’; but even the songs and dances, indispensable though 
they were in one sense, were m anothci to be, so to speak, adven- 
titious. Thus while his masques contain more dramatic life than 
those of any of his contemporaries, and lev cal more poetic pur- 
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pose than those of any other English writer except Milton, the 
lyrical part of theni, though always adequate, rarely cliallcnges 
special admiration. The extract in heroic couplets from the 
Hymenal furnishes a typical instance of the thought expended 
by Jonson upon what in most other hands would have been a 
mere conventional personification ; the short adagio from the 
Foriunaic Isles shows how fully competent he was to marry words 
to the required movement of dance or song. A longer extract 
from Pleasure Reconciled to VirUtc would have been necessary to 
bring into fullest relief what was owed to Jonson by the writer of 
the greatest — without rival or parallel — of all English masques. 
Is it inconceivable that our poets should recur, less tentatively than 
they have hitherto done, to a poetic form so peculiarly suitable 
for giving expression to the more varied intellectual life of these 
latter times as was that which Jonson virtually secured to our 
literature ? 

Among his detached pieces the Epigrams were the favourites of 
‘honest’ Ben Jonson himself, — ‘the ripest,’ as he called them, ‘of 
his studies.’ It is unnecessary to point out (though the poet had to 
do so in the admirable lines addressed to his ‘ mere English’ critic) 
that his conception of the forms and functions of an epigram was 
the wider one entertained by the Ancients ; and that therefore his 
purpose in the large majority of these poems is not to work rapidly 
up to a point at the close. If this be borne in mind, the felicitous 
terseness of these Epigrams, and of those pieces in the Underwoods 
which belong to the same class, will not be denied the admiration 
which it deserves. Some are witty, in the narrower sense of the 
term, — nearly all in the broader. Their sarcasm, where they con- 
tain such, directs itself against various types of men and women— 
among them, much to Jonson’s credit, rather against those whom 
he might have been expected to flatter than those whom he might 
have been expected to assail. But the Fastidious Brisks were as 
genuine an abomination to Ben Jonson as the Zeal-of-the-land 
Busies, and this though he to some extent depended for his 
bread as well as for his sack upon the good-will of the Court and 
courtiers. And it may be said in passing that though like all his 
brother-dramatists he was loyally devoted to the Crown *, he was 
free-spoken even to the most august of his patrons, and constantly 
recurs to the commonplace but wholesome maxim that it is the 

' He has been credited (but erroneously) with the authorship of the 
National Anthem. 
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love, not the fcor, of his subjects upon v.Oiirh n monarch to 

rely. Hut jonson's satirical cpigrairis arc botli less t!Tecti\c and 
less elaborate than tho'^c of a directly opposite t( ndcncy. Fetv of 
our Jacobean or Caroline poets haee equalled iiim in pre.ptar.cy of 
panegyric — tvlicther his theme was the praise of siatc'^mcn liS.c the 
elder or the younger Cecil, or of men of letter^ varying in hind and 
degree from Selden, whom he salaus as * monarch of letters,’ !u the 
poet’s fellow-dramatists. Kor was ise lc«s happy when the object 
of his poetic homage was a gentle woman, liltc the Countc-'s 
Bedford celebrated in ibc lines cited below, .^nd his Epitaphs, 
among which room could only be found here for two of the mo=t 
pathetic, remain unsurpassed, not only for a condensed force which 
we arc accustomed to find in Jonson. but .iBo for a lendi.r grace 
which he is not so usually supposed to have po'-sc'Sed. 

In the collection called the Forest, small as it is. Jonson has 
done the greatest justice to tlic vnnciy of poetic styk"- of which 
(in addition to the dramatic) he was capable, lie litre cvaiscs 
himself for not writing of love, partly on the favourite pnct^‘ pica of 
growing age; and in truth his muse w.rs comparatively a stranger to 
Eros. Vet the little chaplet of tributes to • ClntT, ’ put together by 
Jonson in 1624 .and inserted in the Utuiertooiyds. and some ch.ann- 
ing original and translated pieces to be found cKcwherc. show him 
not only to have written graceful lovc-poctiw- himself, but to ii.ive 
furnished e.\amplcs of it to his younger cnntcmpor.arics. Hetrick 
was in his way almost .os much indebted to Jonson .as Milton was 
in his. .As a translator or adapter of Classical originals, Jonson 
was in his element ; his rc-scttings of favourite gem-, from Catullus 
and others were doubtless true l.abours of love. !•' or the ‘bricklayer’ 
(as his opponents delighted to be historically yistifieJ m calling 
him) had the early nurture of a schol.ar ; and through life he 
remained deeply grateful to the famous Camden, his master at 
Westminster. That among the L.ilin poets Horace should have 
specially attracted him, is c.asily to be .accounted for ; in some of 
his original Epistles he has all the brightness and all the urbanity 
of his Roman model— in the fine Epjde included in the Forest he 
rises to a moral dignity beyond the reach either of Horace or of 
his later imitators. 

For not even a slight summara- like the present should exclude 
from mention among Jonson’s characteristics the firm and steady 
tone of his morality. In his earlier manhood he twice changed 
his faith — without the faintest suspicion of interested motives 
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attaching to his conversion — and in his later days he seems to 
have remained a close student of theologj', inclining now to 

‘those wiser guides 

Whom fashion had not drawn to study sides.’ 

But to a conscientious desire for truth he added a humility of soul 
towards things divine, which stands in strange and touching 
contrast to the high mettle and quick temper of his bearing in 
most other matters. Critics have been known to cry out against 
having to hear too much about the robustness of Ben Jonson ; but 
his manliness is inseparable -from him, and, as the lines To Heaven 
show, he was not ashamed even of his piety. 

A. W. Ward. 
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Echo’s Lament of Narcissus. 

[From Cynthia’s Revels (acted 1600), Act 1 , Sc. t.] 

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears ; 

Yet slower, yet; O faintly, gentle springs: 

List to the hea\y part the music bears, 

Woe weeps out her division, when she sings. 

Droop herbs and flowers. 

Fall grief in showers, 

Our beauties are not ours ; 

O, I could still, 

Like melting snow upon some craggy hill. 

Drop, drop, drop, drop. 

Since nature’s pride is now a w ithered daftodiL 


Venetian Song’. 

[From Volf one-, or. Tie Fox (acted 1605I Act I. Sc 6.3 

Come, my Celia, let us prove, 

While we can, the sports of love. 

Time will not be ours for ever ; 

He, at length, our good nill sever; 

Spend not then his gifts in vain: 

Suns that set may rise again ; 

But if once we lose this light, 

’Tis vHth us perpetual night. 

Why should we de'er our joys ? 

Fame and rumour are but toys. 

Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies f 
Or his easier ears beguile, 

Ihus removed by our uile? 

’ Compare Catullus, Carmen V. The allusion (1 ot taken from Catullus) 
in the concluding lines is to a famous Spat tan law. 
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Do but look on her eyes, they do light 
All that Love’s world compriseth.! 

Do but look on her hair, it is bright 
As Love’s star when it riseth ! 

Do but mark, her forehead’s smoother 
Than words that soothe her ; 

And from her arched brows, such a grace 
Sheds itself through the face, 

As alone there triumphs to the life 

All the gain, all the good of the elements’ strife. 

Have you seen but a bright lily grow 
Before rude hands have touched it ? 

Have you marked but the fall o’ the snow 
Before the soil hath smutched it? 

Have you felt the wool of beaver? 

Or swan’s down ever? 

Or have smelt o’ the bud o’ the briar? 

Or the nard in the fire ? ^ 

Or have tasted the bag of the bee? 

O so white,— O so soft, — O so sweet is she ! 

Truth, 

[From Hymettai ; or, the Solemnilies of Alasjtie and Barriers at the marriage 
of the Earl of Essex, i CoO.] 

Upon her head she wears a crown of stars. 

Through which her orient hair waves to her waist, 

By which believing mortals hold her fast. 

And in those golden cords are carried even, 

Till with her breath she blows them up to heaven. 

She wears a robe enchased with eagles’ eyes. 

To signify her sight in mysteries : 

Upon each shoulder sits a milk-white dove, 

And 'at her feet do witty serpents move : 

Her spacious arms do reach from east to west. 

And you may see her heart shine through her bieast. 

Her right hand holds a sun with burning rays. 

Her left a curious bunch of golden keys. 

With which heaven’s gates she locketh and displays. 
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Song before the Entry of the Masquers. 

tFrom The Fortunate hies and their Union, 1625.] 

Spring all the graces of the age. 

And all the loves of lime ; 

Bring all the pleasures of the stage, 

And relishes of rhyme ; 

Add all the softnesses of courts, 

The looks, the laughters and the sports ; 

And mingle all their sweets and salts, 

That none may say the triumph halts. 

Ode to Himself. 

rWritten after the failure of the comedy TTte New Inn, 'never acted, but most 
negligently played by some, the king’s servants; and more squeamishly 
beheld and censured by others', the king’s subjects,’ January 19, 1629,] 

Come, leave the loathdd stage, 

And the more loathsome age j 
'Where pride and impudence, in faction knit. 

Usurp the chair of wit 1 
Indicting and arraigning every day 
Something they call a play. 

Let their fastidious, vain 
Commission of the brain 
Run on and rage, sweat, censure, and condemn ; 

They were not made for thee, less thou for them. 

Say that thou pour’st them wheat. 

And they will acorns eat ; 

’Twere simple fury still thyself to waste 
On such as have no taste 1 
To offer them a surfeit of pure bread 
■Whose appetites are dead 1 
No, give them grains their fill. 

Husks, draff to drink or swill : 

If they love lees, and leave the lusty rvine. 

Envy them not, their palate’s with the swine. 
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In sound of peace or wars, 

No harp e’er hit the stars, 

In tuning forth the acts of his sweet reign, 

And raising Charles his chariot ’hove his Wain.’ 


Song.— T o Celia*. 

[From The Forest^ 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine ; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, . 

And I ’ll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise. 
Doth ask a drink divine ; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 

Not so much honouring thee, 

As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not withered be. 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent’st it back to me : 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear. 
Not of itself) but thee. 


EPIGRAMS. 

To MY MERE English Censurer. 

To thee, my way in Epigrams seems new. 

When both it is the old way, and the true. 

Thou sayst that cannot be ; for thou hast seen 
Davis ^ and Weever’, and the best have been, 

And mine come nothing like. I hope so ; yet. 

As theirs did with thee, mine might credit get. 

From the (prose) love-letters of Philostratus the younger (about 250 a.d.) 
Author of the Scourge of Folly, ‘ Compiler of Funeral Monuments, 
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An Ei'itaph on Salathiel Pave, a Child ok 
Queen Elizabeth's Chapel'. 

Weep with me, all you that read 
This little stoiy ; 

And know, for whom a tear you shed 
Death’s self is sorry. 

’Twas a child that so did thrive 
In grace and fc-iturc, 

As Heaven and Nature seemed to strive 
Which on-ned the creature. 

Years he numbered scarce thirteen 
Wien Fates turned cruel, 

Yet three filled zodiacs had he been 
The stage’s jewel ; 

And did act, what now we moan, 

* Old men so duly, 

As, sooth, the Parent thought him one, — 

He played so truly. 

So, by error to his fate 
They all consented ; 

But viewing him since, .alas, too late 
They have repented ; 

And have sought to give new birth 
In baths to steep him ; 

But being so much too good for earth, . 

Heaven vows to keep him. 

Epitaph on Elizabeth L. H. 

Wouldst thou hear what man can say 
In a little ? Reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone doth lie 
As much beauty as could die ; 

YTiich in life did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 

' These children (called in the next reign Children of Her Majesty’s 
Revels) were trained np to act befoie the Queen. Salathiel had acted in two 
of Jonson’s plays, in 1600. and in 1601, when he is supposed to have died. 
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If at all she had a fault, 

Leave it buried in this vault 
One name was Elizabeth ; 

The other, let it sleep in death. 
Fitter, where it died to tell. 

Than that it lived at all. Farewell! 


An Ode To Himself. 

[From Underwoods.'^ 

Where dost thou careless lie 
Buried in ease and sloth ? 

Knowledge that sleeps, doth die ; 

And this security. 

It is the common moth 

That eats on wits and arts, and [that] * destroys them both. 

Are all the Aonian springs 

Dried up? lies Thespia waste? 

Doth Clarius’ harp want strings. 

That not a nymph now sings ; 

Or droop they as disgraced, 

To see their seats and bowers by chattering pies defaced? 

If hence thy silence be. 

As ’tis too just a cause. 

Let this thought quicken thee : 

Minds that are great and free 
Should not on fortune pause ; 

Tis crown enough to virtue still, her own applause 

MTiat though the greedy fry 
Be taken with false baits 
Of worded balladr}’. 

And think it poesy? 

They die with their conceits. 

And only piteous scorn upon their folly waits, 

* ‘ That’ con/. 

c 
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Then take in hand thy lyre ; 

Strike in tliy proper strain ; 

With Japhet’s line' aspire 
Sol’s chariot, for new fire 

To give the world again ; 

Who aided him, will thee, the issue of Jove’s brain. 

And, since our dainty age 
Cannot endure reproof, 

Make not thyself a page 
To that strumpet the stage ; 

But sing high and aloof, 

Safe from the wolf’s black jaw, and the dull ass’s hoof. 


To THE Memory of my beloved Master Willia.m 
Shakspeare, and what he hath left us. 

irrintcd by Gifford in Vtidenvoods, but really from the Tir.^t Folio edition 
of Shakspeare, 1623.] 

To draw no envy, Shakspeare, on thy name. 

Am 1 thus ample to thy book and fame ; 

While I confess thy writings to be such. 

As neither Man nor Muse can praise too much. 

’Tis true, and all men’s suffrage. But these ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise; 

For seeliest ignorance on these may light. 

Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right ; 

Or blind affection, which doth ne’er advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance ; 

Or crafty malice might pretend this praise. 

And think to ruin where it seemed to raise. 

These are, as some infdmous bawd or whore 
Should praise a matron; what could hurt her more? 

But thou art proof against them and, indeed, 

Above the ill fortune of them, or the need. 


Prometheus son of lapetus. 
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Epitaph on the Countess of Pembroke*. 

[From V’ndenvood^,'] 

Underneath this sable hearse 
Lies the subject of all verse, 

Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother ; 

Death ! ere thou hast slain another, 

Learn’d and fair, and good as she. 

Time sliall throw a dart at tliee. 

An Epitaph on Master Philip Gray. 

[From Utiderwonds."] 

Reader, stay ; 

And if I had no more to say 

But : ‘ Here doth lie, till the last day. 

All that is left of Philip Gray, 

It mi^lit tliy patience richly pay; 

For if such men as he could die. 

What surety o’ life have thou and 1? 

EpodE'. 

[From 7’Ae Bores/'.'] 

Not to know vice at all, and keep true state, 

Is virtue and not Fate ; 

Next to that virtue, is to know vice well. 

And her black spite expel. 

Which to effect (since no breast is so sure 
Or safe, 'but she ’ll procure 
Some way of entrance) we must plant a guard 
Of thoughts to watch and ward 

' Mar}’, sister of Sir Philip Sidney (who wrote his Arcadia tor her), and 
mother of AVilliam Herbert, Earl of Pembroke. She died in jCai, and is 
bniiexi in -S.ilisbiir}' C-ithcdral. 

’ The following; is only the c.arlicr (general) part of this fine Ep '' 
' sung to deep ears ’ 
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WTiere have I been this while exiled from Thee, 
And whither rapt, now Thou but stoop’st to me? 
Dwell, dwell here still ! O, being everywhere, 
How can 1 doubt to find Thee ever here ? 

I know my state, both full of shame and scorn. 
Conceived in sin, and unto labour bom. 

Standing with fear, and must with horror fall. 
And destined unto judgment, after all. 

I feel my griefs too, and there scarce is ground 
Upon my flesh t’ inflict another wound ; — 

Yet dare I not complain or wish for death. 

With holy Paul, lest it be thought the breath 
Of discontent ; or that these prayers be 
For weariness of life, not love of Thee. 
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Hii onsntMticn did not liU iatcK- do nistch Iiotiour to 
Drumrj'.PtuL At the end of tlic seventL-enth cenUity that by 
I'bicb b!--. name diicfiv kept nlivc wa;- a laacrnonic poem, 
Pi') Ah' Jdiith, vAiii'is modem critici-'.m iicsitatcs to attribute 
to bis hand, hi 1711 hWiop Saye and the Scotti-di antiquary' 
Thomas Kuddimnn pnMished l)ruintnondV works in prose and 
vcr.'^e, hut this volume, ihouitb it still it mains tlic only edition 
that contains bis ptofc .as well us bi.s poetry, is uncritical, and i.*i 
e. tribute to i'Jntnimond intber as a politician tbait .as .a poet. 
Fifty years .ayo, bowetcr, .^^r, David l-aitiy, to v.liom Scottisl; 
literature and history owe so much, analysed and set in ordc) 
the mass of inamtsctipi v.Jiirh the last reprr.sentntive of tiic 
poet bad pives) to the .Soi-ieiy of Aniiqii.aries of .Scotland, 
forty ye.ars before. Tb'.n ftillnucd the Maitland Club edition of 
bis poines {tfij.t' ; .and then, in our own day, came Professor 
M.'MSon with .a cb.ar.acteristic volimie. doinp for Driimtnond .after 
bis kind v.bat the same bio^mapber Ii.aii lonp been doing for 
Milton after his kind— setting him against .a rich background of 
* the ciraimst.ances of hi ' time. The cloininnnt impression which 
v,c derive from ProfesHor .Nfnsson’s bool: is an impression of 
Dnimmo'.td in Iiis relation to public events ; of the royalist .and 
episcopalian born to ‘unhappy times and dying days’; writing 
pamjiblets, satires, Icltcr.s .at intcrv.ah : turning bis skill in verse 
to the service of the Court when occ.asion .served, but brooding 
in discontent, for tbc most part silent, over the slow but certain 
triumph of Argyle .and bis presbyterians. Yet tboiigh this 
element is essential to our understanding of Drummond, there 
arc other elements in him that have also to be taken into account. 
He has had a love story, as sweet while it lasted .and ns pathetic 
in its end .as .any that ever inspired a poet ; it is the memory of 
the fair Mary Cunningh.vm of Uanis, who died on the eve of their 
wedding, that keeps liim unmamed till nearly fifty : and, at least 
till the political clouds close round him. he is, as we s.aid, a man of 
letters, the friend of Dr.ayton .and Sir William Alc.vandcr, and the 
entertainer of lien Jonson, 

Drummond is a literary .and c\'cn learned poet. With Alc.v- 
.andcr, he deliberately preferred to write English, .as it was spoken 
in England, rather tb.an liis n.ativc Scotrb. Ilis wealth and his 
leisure enabled liim to .surround himself with books ; be w.as 
familiar with both ancient and modern literature. An interesting 
gift of his to the newly founded Univeisily of Edinburgh h.as 
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the most striking of his poems are certainly those wliere, as in the 
sonnet ‘For the Baptist,’ lie presents in his own rich language the 
severer portions of the Christian histor)’, or the inexhaustible theme 
of the shortness and the mystery of life. What saves him from 
becoming wearsome is partly the nobility of his verse at its best, 
its stateliness and sonorous music ; partly his evident sincerity, 
and his emancipation, speaking generally, from the evil influences 
that were creeping in to corrupt English poetry at that time. His 
conceits, where he indulges in them, arc bad indeed ; the sun to 
him is 

‘Goldsmith of all the stars, with silver bright 
^Yho moon enamels. A) ellcs of the flowers’: 
the waves that toss the boat that holds his love have their ready 
explanation : — 

'And yet huge waves arise; the cause is this, 

That ocean strives with Forth the boat to kiss.* 

But these are the accidents of his poetry, and his theory and 
practice are better learnt from such words as those he sent at an 
uncertain date to Dr. Arthur Johnston, a writer of Latin verse 
well known in his day. ‘ Poesy,’ he says, ‘ subsisteth by herself, 
•and after one demeanour and continuance her beauty appeareth 
to all ages. In vain have some men of late, transformers of 
everything, consulted upon her reformation, and endeavoured to 
abstract her to metaphysical ideas and scholastical quiddities, 
denuding her of her own habits, and those ornaments with which 
she hath amused the world some thousand years. Poesy is not a 
thing that is yet in the finding and search, or which may be other- 
wise found out.’ Sucli is the mature \dew of Drummond ; the 
view of a man who has read the best that the poets of all ages 
have made, has enjoyed it, has assimilated it, and will not allow 
himself to be drawn away from the main current by the fashion of 
the day. It is difficult to withhold admiration from a poet who in 
the first half of the seventeenth century had studied Marini and 
yet kept himself for the most part free from conceits ; and, if we 
turn from Ids poetry' to his life, it is difficult to withhold sympathy 
from a man whose private happiness was ndnecl by a fatal blow, 
and whose public hopes were wasted in witnessing the steady 
upward progress of a cause which he regarded with abhorrence. 

Ebitor. 
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SONKHTS. 

[From the Poems^ 

In ray first years, and prime yet not at height, 

When sweet conceits my wits did entertain, • 

Ere beauty’s force I knew, or false delight, 

Or to what oar she did lier captives chain. 

Led by a sacred troop of Phoebus’ train, 

I first began to read, then lov’d to VTitc, 

And so to praise a perfect red and white, 

But, God wot, wist not what was in my brain ; 

Love smil’d to see in what an awful guise 
I turn’d those antiques of the age of gold, 

And, that I might more mysteries behold. 

He set so fair a volume to mine eyes. 

That I (quires clos’d which dead, dead sighs but breathe) 
Joy on this living book to read my death. 


Then is she gone ? O fool and coward 1 1 
O good occasion lost, ne’er to be found ! 

^^^lat fatal chains have my dull senses bound, 
^\'hcn best they may, that tlicy not fortune try? 
Here is the flow’rj' bed where she did lie, 

With roses here she stellified the ground, 

She fix’d her eyes on this yet smiling pond. 

Nor time, nor courteous place, seem’d ought deny. 
Too long, too long. Respect, I do embrace 
Your counsel, full of threats and sharp disdain ; 
Disdain in her sweet heart can have no place, 

And though come there, must straight retire again : 
Henceforth, Respect, farewell, I oft hear told 
Wlio lives in love can never be too bold. 
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If crost with all mishaps be my poor life, 

If one short day 1 never spent in mirth, 

If my spright with itself holds lasting strife, 

If sorrow’s death is but new sorrow's birth ; 

If this vain world be but a sable stage 

Where slave-born man plan's to the scofting stars ; 

If youth be loss’d with love, n-ith weakness age. 

If knowledge serve to hold our thoughts in wars ; 
If time can close the hundred mouths of fame, 
And make, what long since past, like that to be ; 
If virtue only be an idle name. 

If I, when I was bom, was bom to die ; 

Wlty seek I to prolong these loathsome days? 
Tlie fairest rose in shortest time dccaj's. 


Thou window, once which served for a sphere 
To that dear planet of my heart, whose light 
•Made often blush the glorious queen of night, 

While she in thee more beauteous did appear, 

What mourning weeds, ai.as ! now dost thou wear? 
How loathsome to mine eyes is thy sad sight? 

H01V poorly look's! thou, with what henvj- cheer, 
Since that sun set, which made thee shine so brig’ni f 
Unhappy now t'nce close, for as of late 
To wond’ring eyes thou wast a paradise, 

Bcrcit of her who ntadc thcc fortunate, 

A gulf thou .art, whence clouds of sighs arhe ; 

But unto none so noisome as to me. 

Who hourly sec my murder’d in thee. 
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Alexis, here she sta\'’d ; among these pines, 

Sweet hermitress, she did alone repair ; 

Here did she spread the treasure of her hair, 

More rich than that brought from the Colchian mines. 
She sate her by these musked eglantines. 

The happy place the print seems yet to bear ; 

Her voice did sweeten here thy sugar’d lines. 

To which winds, trees, beasts, birds, did lend their ear. 
Me here she first perceiv’d, and here a mom 
Of bright carnations did o’evsprcad her face ; 

Here did she sigh, here first my hopes were bom, 

And I first got a pledge ol promis’d grace : 

But, ah ! what serv’d it to be happy so, 

Sith passed pleasures double but new woe? 


Sextain. 

The heaven doth not contain so many stars, 

So many' leaves not prostrate lie in woods, 

AMien autumn ’s old, and Boreas sounds his wars, 

So many waves have not the ocean floods. 

As my rent mind hath torments all the night. 

And heart spends sighs, when Pheebus brings the light. 

MTiy should I been a partner of the light. 

Who, crost in birth by bad aspects of stars. 

Have never since had happy day nor night ? 

Wliy was not I a liver in the woods. 

Or citizen of Thetis’ crystal floods. 

Than made a man, for love and fortune’s wars ? 

I look eacli day when death should end the wars. 
Uncivil wars, ’tnixt sense and reason’s light; 

My pains I count to mountains, meads, and floods. 
And of my sorrow partners make the stars ; 

All desolate I haunt the fearful woods. 

When I should give myself to rest at night. 
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With watchful eyes I ne’er behold the night, 

Mother of peace, but ah ! to me of wars. 

And C)'nthia queen-like shining through the woods, 

Wlten straight those lamps come in my thought, whose light 
My judgment dazzled, passing brightest stars, 

And then mine eyes en-isle themselves with floods. 

Turn to their springs again first shall the floods. 

Clear shall the sun the sad and gloomy night. 

To dance about the pole cease shall the stars. 

The elements renew their ancient wars 
Shall first, and be depri\’’d of place and light, 

Ere I find rest in city, fields, or woods. 

End these my days, indwellers of the woods. 

Take this my life, ye deep and raging floods ; 

Sun, never rise to clear me with thy light. 

Horror and darkness, keep a lasting night ; 

Consume me, care, with thy intestine wars, 

And stay your influence o’er me, bright stars ! 

In vain the stars, indwellers of the woods, 

Care, horror, wars, I call, and raging floods. 

For all have sworn no night shall dim my sight 


Song. 

Phoebus, arise. 

And paint the sable skies 
With azure, white, and red ; 

Rouse Memnon’s mother from her Tithon’s bed, 

That she thy edreer^ may with roses spread; 

The nightingales thy coming each where sing; 

Make an eternal spring. 

Give life to this dark world which lieth dead ; 

Spread forth thy golden hair 

In larger locks than thou wast wont before, 

* Printed careere in the Bodleian copy. Elsewhere cariere or earner. 



32 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


And, emperor like, dccore 

With diadem of pearl thy temples fair: 

Chase hence the ugly night, 

\Wiich serves but to make dear thy glorious light- 
This is that happy morn 
That day, long-wished day, 

Of all my life so dark 

(If cruel stars have not my ruin sworn, 

And fates not hope betray). 

Which, only white, deser\’es 
A diamond for ever should it mark : 

This is the mom should bring unto this grove 
Ivly love, to hear and recompense my love. 

Fair king, who all prescrv'es. 

But show thy blushing beams, 

And thou two sweeter eyes 

Shalt see, than those which by Peneus’ streams 

Did once thy heart surprise ; 

Nay, suns, which shine as clear 

As thou when two thou did to Rome appear. 

Now, Flora, deck thyself in fairest guise ; 

If that ye, winds, would hear 
A voice surpassing far Amphion’s lyre. 

Your stormy chiding stay ; 

Let zephyr only breathe, 

And with her tresses play, 

Kissing sometimes these purple ports of death. 
The winds all silent are, 

And Pheebus in his chair, 

Ensaffroning sea and air, 

Makes vanish every' star: 

Night like a drunkard reels 

Beyond the hills to shun his flaming wheels ; 

The fields with flow’rs arc deck’d in every hue. 
The clouds bespangle with bright gold their blue : 
Here is the pleasant place, 

And every thing, save her, who all should grace. 



DRUMMOND OF HAWTHORNDEN 


33 


To Chloris. 

[From Madrigals and Epigrams.'\ 

See, Chloris, how the clouds 
Tilt in the azure lists. 

And how with Stygian mists 

Each homed hill his giant forehead shrouds ; 

Jove thund’reth in the air, 

The air, grown great with rain. 

Now seems to bring Deucalion’s days again. 

I see thee quake ; come, let us home repair, 
Come hide Uiee in mine arms, 

If not for love, yet to shun greater harms. 


Sonnet to Sir W. Alexander. 

The love Ale-xis did to Damon bear 
Shall witness’d be to all the woods and plains 
As singular, renown’d by neighbouring swains, 
That to our relics time may trophies rear : 

Those madrigals we sung amidst our flocks. 

With garlands guarded from Apollo’s beams. 

On Ochills whiles, whiles near Bodotria’s streams, 
Are registrate by echos in the rocks. 

Of foreign shepherds bent to try the states, 
Though I, world’s guest, a vagabond do stray, 
Thou mayst that store which I esteem survey. 

As best acquainted with my soul’s conceits : 
Whatever fate heavens have for me designed, 

I trust thee with the treasure of my mind. 


VOL. n. 


D 
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Sonnets. 


[From Flowers of 5/on.] 

Look how the flower which ling’ringly doth fade, 
The morning’s darling late, the summer’s queen, 
Spoil’d of that juice which kept it fresh and green. 
As high as it did raise, bows low the head : 

Right so my life, contentments being dead, 

Or in their contraries but only seen, 

With swifter speed declines than erst it spread. 
And, blasted, scarce now shows what it hath been. 
And doth the pilgrim therefore, whom the night 
By darkness would imprison on his way, 

Think on thy home, my soul, and think aright 
Of what yet rests thee of life’s wasting day ? 

Thy sun posts westrvard, passed is tJjy morn. 
And twice it is not given thee to be bom. 


For the Baptist. 

The last and greatest herald of heaven’s King, 

Girt with rough skins, hies to the deserts wild. 
Among that savage brood the woods forth bring, 
Which he than man more harmless found and mild : 
His food was locusts, and what young doth spring. 
With honey that from virgin hives distill’d ; 

Parch’d body, hollow eyes, some uncouth thing 
Made him appear long since from earth e.\il’d. 

There burst he forth ; ‘ All ye, whose hopes rely 
On God, with me amidst these deserts mourn ; 
Repent, repent, and from old errors turn.’ 

Who listen’d to his voice, obey’d his cry? 

Only the echoes, which he made relent. 

Rung from their marble caves, ‘ Repent, repent 1 ’ 
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Sonnet to Sir W. Alexander- 

[Appended to The Cypres e Grcve^ 

Tliough I have twice been at tlie doors of death, 
And twice found shut those gates which ever mourn, 
This but a light’ning is, truce ta’cn to breath, 
For’late-bom sorrows augur fleet return. 

Amidst thy sacred cares and courtly toils, 

Alexis, when thou shalt hear wand’ring Fame 
Tell Death hath triumph’d o’er my mortal spoils. 

And that on earth I am but a sad name ; 

If thou e’er held me dear, by all our love. 

By all that bliss, those joys Heaven here us gave, 

I conjure thee, and by the maids of Jove, 

To grave this short remembrance on my grave: 

Here Damon lies, whose songs did sometime grace 
The murmuring Esk ; may coses shade the place I 



SIR WILLIAM ALEXANDER, 

EARL OF STIRLING (or STERLINE), 


[Bom aboot 15S0, of a family wlitcb had for some lime owned Mcnstrie 
in Clackmannan. In early life he travelled, and on his return, or during his 
absence, wrote .dnroro. First Fancies of the Author s Youth, a small volume of 
sonnets and songs to a real or imagin.ary lady called Aurora. He became 
a courtier in 1G03, and followed James to London. In 1603 he published 
at Edinburgh The Trnf;edie 0/ Darius; in 1604 he reprinted it, adding The 
Tragedie of Creesus and The Paratnesis to Prince Henry ; in 1607 he reprinted 
the two tragedies and added The Alexandrean Tragedy and Julius Catsar, 
under the joint title of ‘Four Monarchicke Tragedies.’ He helped King 
James in his version of the Psalms. Knighted in 1621, and made Secretary 
of State for Scotland in 1626, he was raised to the peerage as Viscount 
Canada in 1630, and created Earl of Stirling 1C33. He printed a folio 
edition of his tragedies and of the religious poem of Domesday in 1C37, and 
died 1640.] 

Mr. Masson in his life of Drummond pronounces a severe 
judgment over the grave of Drummond’s friend, Sir William Alex- 
ander, Earl of Stirling. ‘There he lies, I suppose, to this day, 
vaguely remembered as the second-rate Scottish sycophant of an 
inglorious despotism, and the author of a large quantity of fluent 
and stately English verse which no one reads.’ He certainly 
played no very glorious part in the attempts of James and Charles 
to impose episcopacy on Scotland ; unconscious all the while that 
he was one of those who were preparing the way for a ‘ Monarch- 
icke Tragedie ’ as terrible as ary of the four that he had put into 
verse. That the bulk of his poetry deserves that neglect which, as 
Mr. Masson truly says, has befallen it, is not likely to be disputed 
by those who have tried to read it. The precocious solemnity of 
his tragedies, all written before his thirtieth year, is too much for 
the modem reader, however successfully it may have commended 
the poet to the literary confidences of his pedantic master. With 
all the sonorousness and wave-like beat of their stanzas, they are 
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an interestine man hnfii i • i-r , - ^ ™ Stirling was 

poems. His time admimH h- . ^ ^ collection of English 

Daniel Drrvtr . 5 i Habington, 

wa, ,h.S MaS „T n’' r'' """ > •’’O™ 

and the music of the h P r sonnets’ lack indeed the reality 

a vague and shadony godd^ X^tTe'^’t’ 

quote Avill show th^t n® a ^ ‘ sonnets tlmt we 

most in-enious ‘‘^'at 

by one 'or two blem‘ n follows, though defaced 

tragic chorurin a ? commonplaces of the 

vay that is not altogether commonplace. 


Editor. 
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SoNKirrs. 


[From rirorn ] 

I cnv^' not Endj'mion now no more, ^ 

Nor al! the happiness Ijis sleep did )'icld, 

\Yl)i!c as Diana, straying throngh the field, 

Suck'd from itis slecp-scal’d lips balm for her sore ; 
Whilst I embraced the shadow of my death, 

I dreaming did far greater pleasure prove, 

And quaff’d tvith Cupid sugar’d draitghts of love 
Tlicn, Jove-like, feeding on a ncctar’d breath. 

Now judge which of us two might be most proud ; 
He got a kiss yet not enjoy’d it right, 

. And I got none, yet tasted that delight 
Which Venus on Adonis once bestow’d : ' 

He only got the body of a kiss, 

And I the soul of it, which he did miss. 


Love swore by Styx, while all the depths did tremble, 
That he would be avenged of my proud heart, 

Who to his deity durst base styles impart, 

And would in that Latona’s imp resemble : 

Then straight denounced his rebel, in a rage 
He laboured by all means for to betray me, , 
And gave full leave to any for to slay me, 

That he might by my wTack his wrath assuage. 

A nymph, that longed to finish Cupid’s toils, 

Chanced once to spy me come in beauty’s bounds. 
And straight o’erthrew me with a world of wounds. 
Then unto Paphos did transport my spoils. 

Thus, thus I see that all must fall in end, 

That with a greater than themselves contend. 
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From ‘The Tragedy of Darius.’ 

Chonts 3 . 

Time, through Jove’s judgment just, 

Huge alteration brings ; 

Those are but fools who trust 
In transitory things, 

Whose tails bear mortal stings, 

Which in the end will wound ; 

And let none think it strange, 

Though all things earthly change : 

In this inferior round 
What is from ruin free? 

The elements which be 
At variance, as we see. 

Each th’ otlier doth confound : 

The earth and air make war, 

The fire and water are 
Still wrestling at debate, 

All those through cold and heat 
Through drought and moisture jar. 

WTiat wonder though men change and fade 
Who of those changing elements are made? 

How dare vain worldlings vaunt 
Of Fortune’s goods not lasting, 

Evils which our wits enchant? 

Expos’d to loss and wasting 1 
Lo, we to death are hasting, 

W’hilst we those things discuss. 

All things from their beginning 
Still to an end are running. 

Heaven hath ordained it thus ; 

We hear how it doth thunder, 

We see th’ earth burst asunder, 

And yet we nc%'er ponder 
What tin's imports to us : 


SIS WILLIAM ALEXANDER. 


These fearful signs do prove 
That th’ angrj' powers above 
Are mo\-’d to indignation 
Against this wretched nation, 

Which they no longer love: 

What are we but a puff of breath 

Who live assured of nothing but of death? 


Who was so happy yet 
As never bad some cross? 

Though on a throne he sit, 

And is not vexed with loss. 

Yet fortune once will toss 
Him, when that least he would; 

If one had all at once 
Hydaspes’ precious stones 
And yellow Tagus' gold; 

The oriental treasure 
And every earthly pleasure, 

Kven in the greatest measure 
It should not make him bold : 

I'or while he lives secure, 

1 tis state is most unsure ; 

When it doth least appear 
Some heavy plague draws near. 

Destruction to procure. 

World’s glorj’ is but like a flower, . 

Which both is bloom’d and blasted in an houi; 


In what we most repose 
We find our comfort light. 

The thing we soonest lose 
That 's precious in our sight ; 
In honour, riches, might, 

Our lives in pawn we lay ; 

Yet all like flying shadows. 

Or flowers enameling meadows. 
Do vanish and decay. 
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Long time we toil to find 
These idols of the mind, 

Which had, we cannot bind 
To bide with us one day. 

Then why should we presume 
On treasures that consume, 

Difficult" to obtain. 

Difficult to retain, 

A dream, a breath, a fume? 

Which vex them most that them possess. 

Who starve with store and famish with excess. 




BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 


[Jons Fietciter was bom in December, 1579, at Rye in Sussex, where 
his father, who ultimately became Bishop of London, w.as minister He 
was admitted pensioner at Benet College, Cambridge, in 1591 ; and little is 
l;no\\-n of his life between this date and the period of his connection with 
Beaumont. 

Frakcis Beaumoxt was the son of Sir F. Beaumont, of Grace-Dieu in 
Leicestershire, and w.as bom at that place, probably in 1.185. He resided 
for a short time at Broadgates Hall (now Pembiohe College), Oxford, and 
was entered of the Inner Temple in ifioo. 

Not many jears after this we may suppose the fiiendship between the 
two poets to have begun. ‘They lived together on the Bank side,' in 
Soutliwark, ' not far from the Play-house ’ . the Globe'', and wrote for the 
theatre The most celebrated of their joint productions were produced 
probably between 1608 and iGti. But the common life which has been 
described by Aubrey, and is itself almost a'poem (if partly a comic one', 
must have been disturbed in when Be.aumont married In the spring 
of 1616 he died. So far as is known, Fletcher remained single till his 
death, which took place in August, 1625.] 

Coleridge wished that Beaumont and Fletcher had written 
poems instead of tragedies. It was a bold wish, though not an 
unfriendly one ; but pciiiaps we should be readier to echo it if 
Coleridge had spoken of lyrics rather than of poems generally. 
The longer poems of Beaumont which remain to us are, on the 
whole, not remarkable. He composed a free paraphrase of Ovid’s 
Remedia Amoris. Saimaa's and Hennaphroditus, printed as early 
as 1602, when he was probably seventeen years old, is noteworthy 
chiefly on that account. In this poem, written in the same metre 
as Marlowe’s Hero and Leander, and founded on a passage in 
Ovid’s Metamorphoses, there is plenty of luxuriance and facility, 
but also a superabundance of mere voluptuous description and of 
frigid conceits. Some of Beaumont’s memorial poems are marked 
by an almost incredible want of taste. But the 4 ase is very 
different with the letter to Ben Jonson, in which ‘their merry 
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meetings at the Mermaid’ are described with great animation and 
doubtless with truth. By Fletcher thcie are but three poems 
extant ; but each has an interest of its own. Two of them arc 
addressed to ‘the true master in his art’ and ‘his worthy friend,’ 
Ben Jonson ; and the other. Upon an Honest Man's Fortune, is 
more than worthy of its place at the end of the comedy which 
bears that name. In it we seem to come nearer than usual to the 
poet himself, who probably knew too much of ‘want, the curse 
of man,’ but never lost heart or belief in himself, and who has 
here described with admirable strength, what Goethe afterwards 
felt so keenly, the self-sufiicicncc of the mind and its superiority 
to fortune. 

■ Man is liis own star, and the soul that can 
Render an honest and a perfect man. 

Commands all light, all influence, all fate; 

Fotliing to him falls early or too late ; 

Our .acts our angels arc, or good or ill. 

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still.’ 

These arc fine lines, and there are others in the poem as good ; 
yet we should hardly be willing to exchange one of the best of 
the plays for them. But when we come to the purely lyrical 
poems, the songs from the dramas and the speeches from The 
Faithful Shepherdess, we feel that we are standing on different 
ground. Of the passages here selected some belong indubitably 
to Fletcher alone, and one, certainly the grandest, to Beaumont 
alone. The great lines On the Tombs in Westminster we, written 
in the common rhyming couplets of four accents which have been 
so plentifully and so variously used in English poetry. It was a 
favourite metre of Fletcher’s too, and it is interesting to compare 
the difference of its effect in the hands of the two poets. There is 
a grave strength in Beaumont’s verse, and a concentrated vigour 
of imagination in such lines as 

‘ Here are sands, ignoble things, 

Diopt from the ruin'd sides of kings," 

which hardly belongs to Fletcher’s lighter nature. On the other 
hand, all the qualities of his dramatic verse, its delightful case and 
grace, and its overflowing fancifulness, come out in the Ijwical 
speeches of the Faiihjul Shepherdess. Milton himself, though he 
put a greater volume of imagination and sound into the measure, 
jie\er gave it such an airy' lightness; and we must look onwards 
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to Shrlky’s ‘Ariel to Miranda’ for an echo to these I>Tics, still 
s\\ ccter than their melody, and to his ‘ Music, when soft voices die ’ 
for a fellow to ‘ Weep no more.’ 

There is the same buoyant grace in Fletcher’s songs, and some- 
thing more. In that age of songs, many a playwright could 
produce a lyric or two of the stamp which seems to have been 
wellnigh lost since ; but songs seem to flow by nature from 
Fletcher’s pen in everj' style and on eveiy oedasion, and to be 
always right and beautiful. If he wants a drinking-song, he can 
rise to ‘ God Lyaeus, ever young,’ or can produce, what on a much 
lower level is hardly less perfect, the ‘ Drink to-day and drown all 
sorrow ’ of the Bloody Brofher. The wonderful verses on Melan- 
choly, which suggested II Penseroso and are hardly surpassed by 
it, come as easily to his call as the mad laughing-song of the same 
play. ‘ Sad songs,’ like that quoted from The Queen of Corinth ; 
dirges, like the ‘ Come you, whose loves are dead ’ of The Knight of 
the Burning Pestle^ or the ‘ Lay a garland on my hearse ’ ; invoca- 
tions, prayers to Cupid, hymns to Pan, — each has its own 
charm, and Fletcher is as ready with his Beggars’ or Broom-man’s 
songs, or even with a dramatic battle-lyric like the tumultuous 
‘Arm, arm, arm, arm 1 ’ of The Mad Lover. Some of the best of 
these occur, indeed, in plays of which Beaumont was the joint 
author ; but a comparison of those lyrics which undeniably belong 
to each poet alone is perhaps enough to convince us that Fletcher 
w’as the author of ‘ Lay a garland on my hearse,’ if not also of 
‘ Come you, whose loves are dead.’ Probably however he has 
touched his highest point in the song from Valenthiian, ‘ Hear, 
ye ladies that despise.’ Here the reader will observe (what applies 
also to another fine song from the same play, ‘Now the lusty spring 
is seen’) that the rhythm exactly corresponds in the two stanzas 
without at all interfering with the spontaneous effect of the whole. 

Fletcher was the sole author of The FaithjiU Shepherdess, the 
forerunner of Milton’s Comics ; and we may safely assume that no 
one of the extracts which follow is a joint production of the two 
poets. But this is not the case with their dramatic works. So 
complete was their poetical union that it is impossible, in the 
absence of external eiidence, to say with any certainty what part 
of those plays which belong to both is due to each, or even to 
describe their separate characteristics. An old tradition con- 
trasted the ‘judgment’ of the younger poet, who was Jonson’s 
intimate friend, with the fancy and facility of the elder. '1 hat 
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Fletcher possessed the latter qualities is certain ; but we have 
no reason to attribute to Beaumont any of the deficiencies which 
the ‘faint praise’ of ‘judgment’ might seem to imply. 

The opening song of T/te Two Noble Kinsmen has been included 
in this selection, although it is difficult to attribute it to any one 
but Shakespeare. On the other hand, ‘Take, oh take those lips 
away,’ the first stanza of which occurs in Measure for Measure, 
has been excluded. 


A. C. Bradlev. 
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Likes ok the Tombs in Wi^tmikster. 

[By Bc?amont]. 

Mortality, bcliold and fear! 

What a change of flesh is here! 

Think how many royal bones 
Sleep witliin this heap of stones ; 

Here they lie had realms and lands, 

WTio now want strength to stir their hands ; 
Where from their pulpits scal’d with dust 
They preach, ‘ In greatness is no trust.’ 
Here’s an acre sown indeed 
With the richest roj^alfst seed 
That the earth did e’er suck in, 

Since the first man died for sin; 

Here the bones of birth have cried, 

‘Though gods they were, as men they died’; 
Here arc sands, ignoble things, 

Dropt from the ruin’d sides of kings ; 

Here’s a world of pomp and state. 

Buried in dust, once dead by fate. 


From ‘The Maid’s Tragedy.’ 

[By Beaumont and Fletcher.] 

Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew ; 

Maidens, willow branches bear; 
Say, I died true. 

My love was false, but I was firm 
From .my hour of birth. 

Upon my buried body lie 
Lightly, gentle earth I 
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From ‘The i-AiTHFUL Shepherdess.’ 

fUy Fletcher.] 

I. 


THE .‘^ATVR. 

Here be grapes whose lusty blood 
Is the learned peers good : 

Sweeter yet did never croun 
The head of Bacchus ; nuts more brotvn 
Than the squirrel’s teeth that crack them ; 
Deign. O fairest fair, to take them ! 

For these black-eyed Diyope 
Hath oftentimes commanded me 
Mlth my clasped knee to climb : 

Sec how well the lusty time 

Hath deck’d their rising cheeks in red. 

Such as on your lips is spread. 

Here be berries for a queen. 

Some be red, some be green ; 

These are of that luscious meat 
The great god Pan himself doth eat : 

All these, and what the woods can Held, 

The banging mountain or the field, 

I freely offer, and ere long 

Will bring you more, more sweet and strong; 

Till when, humbly leave I take. 

Lest the great Pan do awake, 

That sleeping lies in a deep glade^ 

Under a broad beech’s shade. 

I must go, I must run 
Swifter than the fiery sun. 
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IL 

THE Rl^nCR GOD TO AlfORET. 

I am this fountain’s god. Below 
Jviy waters to a river grow. 

And ’twixt two banks with osiers set, 
That only prosper in the wet. 

Through the meadows do they glide, 
Wheeling still on every side, 

Sometime winding round about 
To find the evencst channel out. 

And if thou wilt go with me, 

Tearing mortal company, 

In the cool streams shalt thou lie, 

Free from harm as well as 1 ; 
r win give thee for thy food 
No fish that useth in the mud, 

But trout and pike, that love to swim 
Where the gravel from the brim 
Through the pure streams may be seen ; 
Orient pearl fit for a queen 
Will 1 give, thy love to win, 

And a shell to keep them in ; 

Not a fish in all my brook 
That shall disobey thy loo’,c. 

But, when thou nilt, come gliding by 
And irom thy salute hand take a fiy: 
And to make thee understand 
How I can my waves comm.and, 

They shall bubble whilst I sing, 

Sweeter than the silver string. 


VOU H, 


K 
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The Sottg. 

Do not fear to put thy feet 
Naked in the river sweet ; 

Think not leech or ncAvt or toad 
Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod ; 
Nor let the water rising high, 

As thou wad’st in, make thee cry 
And sob ; but ever live with me, 

And not a wave shall trouble thee 1 


HI. 

THE SATYR. 

Thou divinest, fairest, brightest, 

Thou most powerful maid and whitest. 
Thou most vnrtuous and most blessed, 
Eyes of stars, and golden tressed 
Like Apollo ! tell me, sweetest, 

\Vliat new service now is meetest 
For the Satyr? Shall I stray 
In the middle air, and stay 
The sailing rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the moon, and gently make 
Suit to the pale queen of night 
For a beam to give thee light ? 

Shall I dive into the sea 
And bring thee coral, making way 
Through the rising waves that fall 
Like snowy fleeces? Dearest, shall 
I catch thee wanton fa^sms, or flies 
Whose woven wings the summer dyes 
Of many colours ? get thee fruit, 

Or steal from heaven old Orpheus’ lute ? 
All these I ’ll venture for, and more. 

To do her service all these woods adore. 
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■ From ‘ The Two Noble Kinsmen.' 

■ [By Shakespeare and Fletcher.] 

Roses, their sharp spines being gone. 
Not royal in their smells alone. 

But in their hue ; 
Maiden-pinks, of odour faint, 

Daisies smcll-lcss yet most quaint. 

And sweet thyme true ; 

Primrose, first-bom child of Vcr, 

Merry spring-time’s harbinger, 

With her bells dim ; 

Oxlips in their cradles growing, 
Marigolds on death-beds blowing, 
Larks’-heels trim. 

All, dear Nature’s children sweet. 

Lie ’fore bride and bridegroom’s ieet. 
Blessing their sense I 
Not an angel of the air, 

Bird melodious or bird fair, 

Be absent hence I 

The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar. 
Nor chattering pie. 

May on our bride-house perch or sing, 
Or with them any discord bring. 

But' from it fly I 


E2 
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From ‘ Valentinian.* 

[By Fletcher.] 

1 . 

Hear, ye ladies that despise, 

What the mighty Love has done ; 

F ear examples and be wise : 

Fair Calisto was a nun ; 

Lcda, sailing on the stream 
To deceive the hopes of man, 

Love accounting but a dream, 

Doated on a silver swan ; 

Danaii, in a brazen tower, 

Where no love was, loved a shower. 

Hear, ye ladies that are coy, 

What the mighty Love can do ; 
Fear the fierceness of the boy ; 

The chaste moon he made to woo ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires, 

Circled round about with spies. 
Never dreaming loose desires. 

Doting at the altar dies ; 

IHon, in a short hour, higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 

II. 

SONG TO BACCHUS. 

God Lyzeus, ever young, 

Ever renown’d, ever sung ; 

Stain’d with blood of lusty grapes. 
In a thousand lusty shapes, 

Dance upon the mazer’s brim, 

In the crimson liquor swim ; 

From thy plenteous hand divine 
Let a river run with wine ; 

God of youth, let this day here 
Enter neither care nor fear. 
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in. 

m’OCATiON TO ptncp. 

Cnrc-diamiinji Sleep, thou cascr of all woes, 
Drnihcr (o Death, sweetly thyself dispocc 
On this afflicted prince ; fall like .a cloud 
In gentle showers j give nothing that is loud 
Or p.ainful to his slumbers ;~casy, sweet. 
And as a purling strc.am, thou son of night, 
Pass by his troubled senses ; sing his pain 
Like hollow munmiring wind or silver rain ; 
Into this prince gently, oh, gently slide. 

And kiss him into slumbers like a bride ! 

From ‘Tnn Qukck or cbnixTii.’ 
>r.y rictchcr} 

Weep no more, nor sigh, nor gro.an ; 
Sorrow c.alls no time tint ’s gone ; 

Violets plucked the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh nor grow .tgain ; 

Trim thy locks, look dsccrfuHy ; 

Fate's hid ends eyes cannot ‘cc; 

Joys as winged drcaiiu. fly f.ist. 

Why shoiihl s.idncss longer la't? 
firief is but ;i wourd to woe ; 

Gentlest fair, .mourn, moum no mo. 
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Welcome, folded arms and fixed eyes, 

A sigh that piercing mortifies, 

A look that’s fasten’d to the ground^ 

A tongue chain’d up without a sound 1 
Fountain heads and pathless groves, 

Places which pale passion loves ! 

Moonlight walks, when all the ;owls 
Are warmly hous’d save bats and owls ! 

A midnight bell, a parting groan, 

These are the sounds we feed upon ; 

Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley ; 
Nothing’s so daintj- sweet as lovely melancholy- 



THOMAS DEKKER. 


[tr a tract dated 1637, Dekker speaks of himself as a man of threescore 
years This is the only clue to his age that has been discovered. He was 
bom in London and apparently lived all his life there, as playwright, 
pamphleteer, and miscellaneous literary hack. His plat's were published 
separately at various dates from 1600 to i6'.6. He frequently worked with 
other dramatists, Webster, Jliddleton, Massinger, Ford, etc.] 

Dekker had several qualities which made him a desirable coad- 
jutor in play-writing. He was a master of the craft of the stage. 
A man of quick sympathies, unconquerable buoyancy of spirit, 
infinite readiness and resource, he had lived among the people 
who filled the theatres, and took a genuine delight in moving 
them by the exhibition of common joys and sorrows. His whole 
heart went nith his audience, and, though he had not the loftiness 
of aim of bis greatest contemporaries, none of them had a finer 
dramatic instinct. He knew London as well as Dickens, and had 
something of the same affection for its oddities and its outcasts. 
The humour which fights up its miseries, the sunshine which plays 
over its tears, the simple virtues of the poor and unfortunate, 
patience, forgiveness, mirthfulness, were the favourite themes of 
this tender-hearted dramatist. His plays arc full of life and move- 
ment, of pathos that is never maudlin and humour that is never 
harsh. Vice always gets the worst of it, hardness of heart above 
all never goes unpunished, but relenting leniency' always comes in 
to keep retribution within gentle bounds. Virtue is always 
triumphant, but it is discovered in the most fantastic shapes 
and the least conventional habiliments. It needs some charity 
to tolerate such heroes and heroines as Simon Eyre, the mad 
shoemaker, Candido, the patient citizen, Orlando Friscobaldo, 
Bellafronta, and other types of strangely disguised goodness, but 
the dramatist’s own love for them, with all their absurd eccen- 
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tridties, is infectious. He laughs at them heartily, and carries us 
with him in his humour, biit he knows how to change the key and 
soften laughter into tenderness. 

Dekkeds verse is naturally graceful and copious, keeping unforced 
pace with the abundance of matter supplied by his fertile invention. 
He was not a careful writer. He probably ‘ never blotted a line,’ 
and one cannot read his plays without wishing that he had ‘ blotted 
a thousand.’ His intellect had not the intense chemical energy ol 
Shakespeare’s, through which no thought could pass unchanged ; 
and he did not strain after originality as some of his great com- 
peers did, Webster, Jonson, Ford, and Chapman. He poured 
out in an easy stream whatever came readiest, and his best 
passages do not run far without being marred by some poor 
commonplace, tumbled out as it entered the mint, without any 
new stamp impressed upon it. It is in his songs, interspersed at 
too rare intervals through his plays, that Dekkcr appears at his 
best. He had the most e.'^quisite gift of song. Few of his con- 
temporaries had a harder life, but all the miscellaneous drudgery 
through which he had to toil for a precarious livelihood failed to 
destroy his elasticity and spirits, and his songs rise from the earth 
like bird-songs, clear, fresh, spontaneous. There is genuine l>Tical 
rapture in the notes. Like most town-bred poets, he had a passion 
for the country', and his fancy is never more happy than when 
dwelling on rustic delights. 


W. Minto. 
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Content. 

[From Patient Gms/7.] 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers ? 

O sweet Content ! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed? 

O Punishment ! 

Dost laugh to see how fools are vexed 
To add to golden numbers golden numbers ? 

O sweet Content, O sweet, O sweet Contejitl 
Work apace, apace, apace^ apace. 

Honest labour bears a lovely face. 

Then hey noney, noney ; hey noney, noney. 

Canst drink the waters of the crisped spring? 

O sweet Content ! 

Swim’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine own lears? 
O jPuWiirAiTrevri.*' i' 

Then he that patiently Want’s burden bears 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king. 

O sweet Content, O sweet, O sweet Contertt I 
Work apace, apace, etc. 

Luliaby. 

[From Patient Gritsil."] 

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes. 

Smiles awake you when you rise. 

Sleep, pretty wantons, do not cry. 

And I will sing a lullaby. 

Rock them, rock them, lullaby. 

Care is heavy, therefore sleep you. 

You are care, and care must keep you. 

Sleep, pretty wantons, do not cry. 

And I will sing a lullaby, 

Rock them, rock them, lullaby. 
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Thk Praise of Fortune. 

[From Old Forluiiastis,] 

Fortune smiles, cry holidny! 

Dimples on her clicck do dwell. 

Fortune frowns, cry well-n-dny ! 

Her love is Heaven, her hate is Hell. 

Since Heaven and Hell obey licr power, 
Tremble when her eyes do lower. 

Since Heaven and Hell her power obey, 
When she smiles cry holiday ! 

Holiday with joy Ve cry, 

And bend and bend, and merrily 
Sing Hymns to Fortune’s deity, 

Sing Hymils to Fortune’s deity. 

Chants. 

Let us sing merrily, merrily, merrily, 

With our songs let Heaven resound. 
Fortune’s hands our heads have crowned 
Let us sing merrily, merrily, merrily. 

Rustic Song. 

[From the Sun's Darlinff,"] 

Haymakers, rakers, reapers, and mowers. 

Wait on your Summer-Queen ! 

Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers, 
Daffodils strew the green 1 
Sing, dance, and play, 

’Tis holiday ! 

The Sun does bravely shine 
On our ears of com. 

Rich as a pearl 
Comes every girl. 

This is mine, this is mine, this is mine. 

Let us die ere away they be borne. 



THOMAS DEfCHER. 


59 


Bow to our Sun, to our Queen, and that fair one 
Come to behold our sports ; 

Each bonny lass here is counted a rare one, 

As those in princes’ courts. 

Tlicse and we 
With country glee. 

Will teach the woods to resound, 

And the hiifs with cciioes lioJiow. 

Skipping Iambs 
Their bleating dams . 

’Mongst kids shall trip it round ; 

For joy thus our wenches we follow. 

Wind jolly huntsmen, your neat bugles slirilly, 
Hounds make a lusty cry ; 

Spring up, you falconers, partridges freely 
Then let your brave hawks fly 1 
Horses amain, 

0\'cr ridge, over plain, 

The dogs have the stag in chase ; 

TTis a sport to content a king. 

So ho 1 ho ! through the skies 
How tJie proud bird flics, 

And sousing, kills with a grace ! 

Now the deer falls ; hark ! how they ring. 




JOHN 
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[JoHK Ford belonged to a Devonsbiic family. He was born in 15S6. 
and his last work was published in 1639. In his younger days, while 
practising as a barrister, he took part with professional jilay makers, 
Webster, Dekkcr, Rowley, in the compo>ition of various occasional stage 
productions. He first appeared in print as a dramatic author widi The 
Lovers Melancholy, in 162S. His subsequent plays were published at 
intervals np to 1C39.] 

Ford was not one of the herd of plaj'tvrights, and he lost no 
opportunity of letting the world know that he ‘cared not to please 
many.’ His poetry was the ‘fruit of leisure moments’; he wTOtc 
for his own satisfaction, and the enjoyment of his equals in con- 
dition. Genial expansive sentiment, joyful presentation of the 
ordinary virtues, the exaltation of common ideals, was not to be 
expected in plays that bore upon their title-pages such an avowal of 
proud reserve. Ford would not walk in beaten dramatic paths ; 
his pride lay in searching out strange freaks of tragic passion. 
The heart is not purified and ennobled by his tragedies ; it is 
surprised, stunned, perplexed. Passion speaks in his verse with 
overpowering force ; but though he shows profound art in tracing 
the most monstrous aberrations of love, jealousy', and revenge to a 
natural origin in strangeness of temper, the sense of strangeness is 
left predominant. In the preface to The Broken Heart tlie names 
of the dramatis persotiae are explained as being ‘ fitted to their 
qualities,’ and from this one might carelessly' rush to the conclusion 
that the strangeness of Ford’s characters is due to their being 
extravagant personifications of single .'iltribiites, and not types of 
real men and women. But his art was much too proiound, his 
mastery' of thought and emotion much too living for any' such 
mechanical superficiality. His creations are not inanimate figures; 
the pulse of life beats in them. The secret of their strangeness 
seems to lie in a certain intensity' and concentration of nature, a 
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hnrdncss and strength of fibre which will not relax where once it 
has taken hold. The kinship of passion to insanity is strongly 
suggested by Ford’s plan's. W'c seem to have before us men and 
women with a fixed delusion on some one point, imprcs=ed upon 
them not bj' tlic force of ovcnnastcring circumstanceSj but by 
some vicious warp in their own nature. In Shakespc.are’s plays 
men are driven into tragic error by the conspiracy of forces out- 
side themselves ; in Ford’s plays fatal false steps are made from 
mere waywardness of character. In the one case, we are stnick 
vith the nearness of the victims of misleading passion to our 
common humanity; in the other their rcmotcnc.ss from common 
motives is bewildering. The strangeness of the passions which 
Ford brings into conflict mars the cficct of his two great tragedies 
as artistic wholes ; we do not turn from them with awestruck 
hc.arts, full of subdued fear and wonder — they leave us dissatisfied, 
tortured, bewildered. If these plays were all that were left to us 
by which to judge of the Klirabeth.in age they would justify all 
that M. Taine has said about its ferocity of spirit. In the play 
that bears the harsh and mocking Uih’Tis S/te's a Whore, 
we feel as if we were present at a hellish carnival of passion. 
There is no relief to its horrors, except the rapturous c.xultation of 
brother and sister in their guilty love. The revolting coarseness 
of the low-comedy scenes is not a relief but a sickening addition 
to the chaos. 

Ford is not a poet who appc.ars to advantage in quotations. 
Charles Lamb says-truly of him tluat ‘he sought for sublimity, not 
by parcels, in metaphors or visible images, but directly where she 
has her full residence in the heart of man.’ The sublimity to 
which his own gloomy austere temper directed him was the sub- 
limity of demoniac resolution, the heroism of unyic ding will. 
Even his heroines are not of the soft and tender type which his 
contemporaries delighted to paint ; they are as firm and resolute 
in their purposes as the men whom they love. The sorrowful 
Penthea, though she bends to her brother’s will so far as to marry 
a husband of his choice, resists all the praj’ers of her discarded 
lover to prove unfaithful, and with silent and secret determination 
star%-es herself to deatlt. Calantha, his ‘ flower of beauty,’ bears 
stroke after stroke of appalling misfortune without betraying to the 
r-ulgar world one sign of the grief which is breaking her heart ; 
she falls dead without a tear, when she has set the affairs of her 
kingdom in order. It is on the supreme force and patient com- 
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pleteness with which he has displayed such stem and p.tssionate 
natures, that Ford’s title to a high place among poets rriust rest 
There is no great intrinsic charm in his verse : it is an admirable 
vehicle for the expression of intense restrained passion, word 
following word with severe clear-cutting emphasis ; but without a 
knowledge of the charactei and situation one cannot feel the force 
by which it is animated. Even in his songs, with all the softness 
of their music, we arc conscious of the same severely regulating 
taste. All his few songs are of a sad strain, but they are pot filled 
with the ecstasy of grief ; their music is chastened and subdued. 

\V, MlNTO. 
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Penthea’s Dying Song. 

[From ihe BroHni Heart.'] 

Oh no more, no more, too late 

Sighs are spent ; the burning tapers 
Of a life as chaste as fate, 

Pure as are unwritten papers. 

Are burnt out ; no heat, no light 
Now remains ; ’tis ever' night. 

Love is dead ; let lovers’ eyes, 
Locked in endless dreams, 

Th’ extremes of all extremes. 

Ope no more, for now Love dies. 
Now Love dies — implying 
Love’s martyrs must be ever, ever dying. 


Calantha’s Dirge. 

[From the Broken Heart.] 

'Glories, pleasures, pomps, delights and ease, 
Can but please 

Outward senses, when the mind 
Is untroubled, or by peace refined. 

Crowns may flourish and decay, 

Beauties shine, but fade aw.ay. 

Youth may revel, yet it must 
Lie down in a bed of dust. 

'Earthly honours flow and waste, 

Time alone doth change and last. 

Sorrows mingled with contents prepare 
Rest for care; 

Love only reigns in death ; though art 
Can find no comfort for a Broken Heart 
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Awakening Song. 

[From the Lover’s Melcncholyll 

Fly hence, shadows, that do keep 
Watchful sorrows, charmed in sleep 1 
Though the eyes be overtaken. 

Yet the heart doth ever waken 
Thoughts chained up in busj' snares 
Oi continual woes and cares ; 

Love and griefs are so exprest, 

As they rather sigh than rest. 

Fly hence, shadows, that do keep 
Watchful sorrows, charmed in sleep. 


WILLIAM BROWNE. 

[William Bro\\'NE was bom Exete/college ; 

in the year .643. Ho ^-^t to 0='^°;^ on P--- Heno-in 

entered the Inner Temple in 1 n - . P" (-Kristopher Brooke in 1613 5 

a xxlume along with another by h^^^ Kis 

first book of his Un/o-mni. Pa lora.s in 1616, the year of 

Pipe in 1614; and the second Bri-nnma\ PastoraP was 

the death of Shaks.eare Ihe J J j^c Percy Society from a 

nnknow till iSji.tvhen it P"‘^':^’'fs'°;Kury The most complete 
manuscript in the Cathedral L.bm|y ’ Library by Mr. W. 

edition of Broime is that published m the Koxb g 
Carew HazUtt in 1 868,]| 

t-* f* «/lc His life at the Inner 
Browne was fortunate in is ne . intimate friend 

Temple brought him into contact n _ly ^ 

Wither and Cliavlcs Brooke but ^ Pasicra/s. 

who wrote commendatorj verse brilliant young men 

He was too, apparently, jonson, and there are 

who called themselves the son extravagant praise, pre- 

some interesting ° Tecond^ook of the same poem. With 

fixed by Ben Jonson to the sec intimate terms 

Drayton he appears to have ^ 0 ': of the 

Some verses by Browne are eommendatory verses 

Polyolbion, and some o le ^ ^ Drayton in honour of 

that were ever written “[be learned Shepherd of 

Briiamiids Pastorals. 1 than one indication sufficiently 

fair Hitching Hill,’ was, as Browne was not only familial 

proves, intimate with our po > ‘ ^ be ver>' sure, 

with his friend’s Iliad and 
knew well that golden book of ^poetry. 

VOL. II. 
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With such contemporar)' influences, and with the fullest Icnoi^ 
ledge of and reverence for such of his predecessors as Sidney anc 
Spenser, Browne had everj- advantage given to his genius, ano 
every help to enable him to float in the full and central stream ol 
poetic tradition. 

Browne was apparently a diligent student of our early poetry. 
In his Shepherd’s Pipe he gives in full a long storj' from Occleve, 
a poet about whom probably, at the time he wrote, no one but 
himself knew anything whatever. He also, though he nowhere 
refers to him by name, had undoubtedly studied Chaucer to some 
purpose. The following passage — 

• As when some malefactor judged to die 
For his offence, his execution nigh, 

Casteth his sight on states unlike to his 
And weighs his ill by other’s happiness,' 

reveals its origin at once to anyone familiar with the Knightes 
Tale. The description of the Cave of Famine, again, is trans- 
parently studied from Chaucer’s description of the temple of Mars ; 
though Browie’s poverty in what the critics of the last century 
called ‘invention’ makes him compare ill with his protot 3 Tpe in 
passages of this kind. Still more familiar to Bronme than the 
Canierbttry Talcs were Shakspeare’s plays and poems. Reminis- 
cences of Shakspeare might easily be pointed out in his heroic 
verse, and a still closer study is apparent in certain of the songs 
scattered about his Britannids Pastorals. The two poets, how- 
ever, to whom Bro^vne owed most, and whose praises he has most 
gratefully recorded are Spenser and Sidney. The influence of the 
former’s Aeglogues as well as of the Faerie Qtieene upon Browne’s 
style and manner is very perceptible. For Sidney he had that 
enthusiastic and affectionate reverence which was commonly felt 
by all the poets of that time for the poet and the author of the 
Defe7ue of Poesie. The passages on Spenser and Sidney are, 
besides their literary interest, of poetic value in themselves, and 
will therefore be found among the following selections. Between 
Browne and Wither there e.xisted a very intimate friendship, and 
in Withers youth their work ran to a certain extent upon the 
same lines. The hand of the author of the Shepherds Huntittg 
can apparently be traced in several passages of the Shepherds 
Pipe, and in his own poems Wither speaks in the most affec- 
tionate and respectful terms of the ‘singer of the Western main.’ 
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Of Browne’s possible relation to Milton it is unnecessary to 
Speak at length, hlilton certainly had read Browne’s poems and 
read them carefully, and it is interesting to compare the Imier 
Temple Masque with Comus and the elegies contained in the 
Pastorals and the Shepherd's Pipe with Lycidas. The little song 
entitled the 'Clianne in the former poem bears a strong'likeness, 
as Warton has pointed out, to a well-known passage in Comus, 
and the general design of the two poems is similar enough to 
e.xcite attention. But while it is right to think of Milton as a 
friendly reader of our poet, it would be a mistake to ascribe to 
Browne any great share in his poetic development. What is 
certain is that both poets felt and showed in their different ways 
the combined and contending influences of classical and Puritan 
feeling. Browne is at once a pagan and a Protestant 

There is another English poet of a later day with whom Browne 
may fairly be brought into some sort of comparison. That poet is 
Keats . It is unnecessary to say that Browne is a poet of a quite 
different and lower rank ; but he is like Keats in being before all 
things an artist, he has the same intense pleasure in a fine line or 
a fine phrase for its own sake, and he further resembles Keats in 
possessing very little pure constructive or narrative power. One 
thinks of Keats passing a fine phrase over his mental palate with 
an almost sensual pleasure ; ‘ I look upon fine phrases like a 
lo%'er,’ he himself says in one passage ; and in a lesser degree one 
can fancy much the same of Browne. There is one passage 
which is here quoted, the value of which depends almost wholly 
on the masterly use of proper names. Their beauty of sound and 
delicate appropriateness to the place they occupy in the line — 
alliteration and such like e.vpcdients being freely employed — help 
out the historical and literaiy associations which make such 
names as Coos or Cilicia in themselves poetical. So in what may 
oe called a ‘colour-passage,’ a rare control of the resources of 
our tongue and a rare feeling for and discrimination in shades of 
colour go to make up a description of real beauty and power. 
Browne is something of a litcrarj' epicure, and however feeble or 
disconnected may be his narrative of events, he rarely gives us a 
line which has not been tried and allowed by a taste far more 
delicate than common. It is consistent with this that he should be 
a warm defender of poetry. 


Keats prefixes a quotation from Brilrnnia's Pau'orals to his own Ef-hllet. 
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‘ ’Tis not the rancour of a cankered heart 
That can debase the excellence of art,’ 

he says in one .passage ; and how easily one might fancy Keats, 
transplanted to the age of James I, the author of these most 
characteristic lines : — 

‘ In lieu of hounds that make the wooded hills 
Talk in a thousand voices to the rills, 

7 Uhe the pica ing cadence of a line. 

StnicX' by the consort of the sacred Nine* 

Browne’s natural tendency is to be copious and glowing in 
description, and his warm fancy is always tending to run away 
with him. He wants to be luscious and sweet. So he appeals to 
the ‘blessed Muses’: — 

•Dwell on my lines, and. till the last sand fall. 

Run hand in hand with my weak pastoral ; 

Cause every coupling cadence flow in blisses, 

A-wd fdl th'e sv<idd vsdth. ews-y of ki-siis, 

' Make all the rarest beauties of our clime. 

That deign a sweet look on my jounger rhyme. 

To linger on each line's enticing graces 
As on their lover’s lips and chaste embraces.’ 

But with all this he feels strongly the force of the flowing 
Puritan tide, and spoils his poetry' here and there, as Keats never 
does, by his resolution to improve the occasion. Browne is a 
staunch Protestant, and uses plain language about nuns and 
nunneries, Spain and Rome. All this does his poetry no good. 
We can imagine him passionate and powerful enough if he had 
lived a generation earlier. As it is, one has the feeling in reading 
him that he is living between two worlds of poetry without vital 
hold on either. Plis is neither the ardent muse of the young 
Shakspeare, nor the pure august muse of the great Puritan poet 
who was to follow him. 

The rare qualities of Browne’s work cannot blind us to the fact 
that he is almost destitute of constructive or narrative power- As a 
narrative poem Britannifs Pastorals is deplorable. The reader is 
perpetually' passing from the woes of one fair one to those of another, 
and has great difficulty in making it clear to himself at any given 
time whether he is reading about Marina or Idy'a or Celia. 
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The third book ends without any particular conclusion, and there 
is no reason why Browne should hot have gone on in the same 
strain for half a dozen hooks more. On the other hand, as 
pastoral poetry, the work is not without peculiar excellences. It 
is true that the attempts to keep up the pastoral illusion arc some- 
times of a desperate char.actcr, — as for instance when the poet 
addresses his readers as ‘ swaincs,’ — but Browne’s very accurate 
knowledge o: his native county, and his loving enthusiasm for it, 
give his work a special value, and stamp much of it with the 
character of a direct personal impression. The allusions to 
Devonshire arc innumerable. Browne had a peculiar love for his 
native streams, and the waters of his own Tat'V are ever 
murmuring musically through his song. Just as Wordsworth 
said that he had made thousands of verses as he strolled by his 
beloved Rotha, so Browne speaks of 

‘T.av)'.'! voicefiil strc.Tn. to whom I owe 
More strains th.-ui (rom my pipe can ever flow’ 

The little tributary Walla has inspired some of his most 
charming lines. He abounds in old local words like Derry and 
trend, and he calls the Tavy trout 

‘The s-nn's with whom is Tasy frought.’ 

He is enthusiastic about the Devonshire heroes. His know- 
ledge of the country is inbred, and he reveals himself as passing, 
like Wordsworth, a ‘ dedicated ’ youth : — 

‘ Nor could I wish those golden hours unspent 
Wherein my fancy led me to the woods. 

And tuned soft haj-s of rural merriment. 

Of shepherd's love, .and never-resiiiig floods,' 

We owe to this knowledge and love of the country’ those 
pictures of the shepherd wending his early way to hi-> day’s work, 
of the shepherd boy sitting alone on the fell top and piping as he 
watches his sheep, — a charming mi.xture, the whole passage, of 
literal fact and classical reminiscence ; — of the country maid 
straying through the fields to make her nosegay, of the boys 
searching the woods for bird’s eggs or hunting the squirrel from 
tree to tree. It is in such pictures that the reader of Brilatinitis 
Pastorals finds his chief pleasure. Browne cannot be said to have, 
victoriously ovsTCoine the inherent diflicuities of pastoral poetry, 
but his genuine delight in county' sights and sounds makes him 
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less unreal than any other English poet — if vre e-KCCpt perhaps 
Ramsay, — who has tried this form of composition. He, again lihe 
Wordsworth, must be read in selections, if he is to be read mth 
unmixed enjojment ; but in his best passages — and they are not 
few — ^he will send to the listener wafts of pure and delightful music 
as the yoimg figure steps across the moors, 

s-o:/iizTGi vfiaaiuvs 


\V. T. AR^’OLD. 
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Britannia’s Pastorals. 

BOOK I. SONG I. 

Marina and ihe river -god. 

The fall of her did make the god below, 

Starting, to wonder whence that noise shouid grow; 
Whether some ruder clown in spite did fling 
A lamb, untimely fall’n, into his spring : 

And if it were, he solemnly then swore 
His spring should flow some other way : no more 
Should it in wanton manner e’er be seen 
To writhe in knots, or give a gown of green 
Unto their meadows, nor be seen to play, 

Nor drive the rushy-mills, that in his way 
The shepherds made : but rather for tlicir lot 
Send them red water that their sheep should rot. 

And with such moorish springs embrace their field 
That it should nought but moss and rushes yield. 

Upon each hillock whore the merry boy 
Sits piping in the shades his notes of joy. 

He’d show his anger by some flood at hand 
And turn the same into a running sand. 

Thus sp.akc the god : but when .as in the water 
The corpse came sinking down, he spied the matter, 
And c.atching softly in his arms the maid 
He brought her up, and having gently laid 
Her on his bank, did presently command 
Those waters in her to come forth : at hand 
They straight came gushing out, and did contest 
Which chiefly should obey their god’s behest. 

This done, her then pale lips he straight did ope 
And from liis silver hair let fall a drop 
Into her mouth, of such an cNccllence, 

That called back life, which gricred to part from thence 
Being for troth assur’d lh.it than this one 
She ne’er possess’d .a fairer mansion. 




72 


THE Exau^n roEis. 


Then did the 3>er l)ody fonvnrd-; rteep, 

And ca*;! iicr for a v.Jiilc into n i-lecp ; 

Sitting still hy her did his full \io'.v tahf* 

Of nature’s in:i> tcr-iiicrc. Ih.-re for lu-r sake 
My pijx; in silence as of rigiit siiali mourn, 

Till from the uaicring v.c again rttuin, 

rOOK I. t-ONG 2. 

The scented rr,K'C. 

Tiicn walked they to a nrore hut near at hand, 

\Vhcrc fiery Titan had but small cosmnand. 

Because tife leaves conspiring kept lus Iteams, 

For fear of hurting, when he ’s in estrouie'., 

The under-flowers, uliich did enrich the ground 
^Vith sweeter scents than in Arabia found. 

The earth doth yivld, which they through pores exhale, 
Karth's best of odour^, tli’ aioniatiral : 

Like to that smell which oft our ‘...use descries 
M'ithin a field v, liich tong unploucd lies, 

Somewhat before the setting of the sun ; 

And where the rainbow in the horizon 
Doth pitch her lips ; or as wlrcn in the prime, 

The earth being troubled witir a drought long time, 

The hand of heaven his .spongy clouds doth strain, 

And throws into her lap a shower of rain ; 

She sendeth up, conccircd from the sun, 

A sweet perfume and c.\h;dation. 

Kot all the ointments brought from Delos isle; 

Nor from the confines of scvcrr-hcadcd Nile; 

Nor that brought whence I'henici.ins have .abodes, 

Nor Cyprus’ wild \inc-flo\virs, nor that of RJiodcS, 

Nor roses’ oil from Naples, Capu.a, 

Saffron confected in Cilicia; 

Nor that of quinces nor of m.irjoram 
That ever from the isle of Coos came. 

Nor these, nor any else, though ne'er so rare, 

Could with this place for sweetest smells comp.arc. 
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BOOK I. SONG 5, 

The vtttstc lesson. 

As when a maid taught from her mother wing, 

To tune her voice unto a silver string, 

When she should run, she rests ; rests when should run, 
And ends her lesson having now begun : 

Now misseth she her stop, then in her song. 

And doing of her best she still is wrong. 

Begins again, and yet again strikes false, 

Then in a chafe forsakes her A'irginals, 

And yet within an hour she tries anew. 

That with her daily pains, Art’s chiefest due. 

She gains that charming skill : and can no less 
Tame the fierce walkers of the wilderness. 

Than that CEagrian harpist, for whose lay. 

Tigers with hunger pined and left their prey. 

So Riot, when he gan to climb the hill. 

Here maketh haste and there long standeth still. 

Now getteth up a step, then falls again, 

Yet not despairing all his nerves doth strain 
To clamber up anew, then slide his feet. 

And down he comes ; but gives not over yet. 

For, with the maid, he hopes a time will be 
When merit shall be linked with industry. 

BOOK I. SONG 5 , 

The hiinfed squirrel. 

Then as a nimble squirrel from the wood. 

Ranging the hedges for his filbert-food. 

Sits pertly on a bough his brown nuts cracking, 

And from the shell the sweet white kernel taking, 

Till with their crooks and bags a sort of boys. 

To share with him, come with so great a noise 
That he is forced to leave a nut nigh broke, 

And for his life leap to a neighbour oak. 
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Thence to a beech, thence to a row* of ashes ; 

WTiilst through the quagmires and red water plashes 
The boys run dabbling thorough tliick and thin, 

One tears his hose, another breaks his shin, 

This, tom and tatter'd, hath with much ado 
Got by the briars ; and that liath lost his shoe : 

This drops his band ; that headlong, falls for hast^ > 
Another cries behind for being last : 

With sticks and stones, and many a sounding ho}Io''j 
The little fool with no small sport they follow. 

Whilst he from tree to tree, from spray to spray. 

Gets to the wood, and hides him in his dray. 


BOOK I. SOXG S. 

A metamorphosis. 

And as a lovely maiden^ pure and chaste. 

With naked ivory neck and gown unlaced. 

Within her chamber, when the day is fled. 

Makes poor her gamrents to enrich her bed : 

First, puts she off her lily-silken gown. 

That shrinks for sorrow as she lat*s it down ; 

And witlt her arms graceth a waistcoat fine, 
Embracing her as it would ne’er untwine. 

Her flaxen hair, ensnaring the beholders, 

She next permits to wave about her shoulders, 

And though she cast it back, the silken slips 
Still forward steal, and hang upon her lips : 

Wliereat she sweetly angiy, with her laces 
Binds up the wanton locks in curious traces, 

Whilst, twisting with her joints, each hair long linS^ 
As loth to be enchained but with her fingers. 

Then on her head a dressing like a crown ; 

Her breasts all bare, her kirtle slipping down, 

And all things off which rightly ever be 
Called the foul-fair marks of our misety, 

Except her last, which enviously doth seize her 
Lest any eye partake with it in pleasure. 
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Prepares for sweetest rest, while silvans greet her, 
And longingly the down-bed swells to meet her: 

So by degrees his shape all brutish wild 

Fell from him as loose shin from some young child 

In lieu whereof a man-like shape appears, 

And gallant youth scarce skilled in twenty years, 

So fair, so fresh, so young, so admirable 
In every part, that since I am not able 
In words to shew his picture, gentle swains. 

Recall the praises in my former strains ; 

And know if they have graced any limb, 

1 only lent it those, but stole ’t from him. 

BOOK 1. SONG 5- 

The poets ambition. 

A truer love the Muses ner^er sung, 

Nor happier names e’er graced a golden tongue; 

0 ! they are better fitting his sweet stripe. 

Who ' on the banks of Ancor tuned his pipe : 

Or rather for that learned swain -, whose lays 
Divinest Homer crowned with deathless bays ; 

Or any one sent from the sacred well 
Inheriting the soul of AstrophelP: 

These, these in golden lines might wTite this story, 
And make these loves their own eternal glory : 
Whilst 1, a swain, as weak in years as skill, 

Should in the valley hear them on the hill. 

Yet when my sheep have at the cistern been 
And I have brought them back to shear the green. 
To miss an idle hour, and not for meed. 

With choicest relisli shall mine oaten reed 
Record their worths : and though in accents rare 

1 miss the glory of a charming air. 

My Muse may one day make the courtly swains 
Enamoured on the music of the plains, 

And as upon a hill she bravely sings 

Teach humble dales to weep in crystal springs. 

‘ Drayton. ” Chapman. ^ Sidney. 
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But of great Thetis’ train 
Ye mermaids fair 
That on the shores do plain 
Your sea-green hair, 

As ye in trammels knit your locks 
Weep ye ; and so enforce the rocks 
In heavy murmurs through the broad shores tell, 
How Willy bade his friend and joy farewell. 

Cease, cease, ye murmuring winds, 

To move a w'ave ; 

But if with troubled minds 
You seek his grave. 

Know ’tis as various as yourselves 
Now in the deep, tlten on the shelves, 

His coffin tossed by fish and surges fell. 

Whilst Willy weeps, and bids all joy farewell. 

Had he, Arion like 
Been judged to drown, 

He on his lute could strike 
So rare a sown, 

A thousand dolphins would have come 
- And jointly strive to bring him home. 

But he on shipboard died, by sickness fell, 

Since when his Willy paid all joy farewell. 

‘Gre.it Neptune, hear a swain J 
His coffin take. 

And with a golden chain 
For pity make 

It fast unto a rock near land ! 

Wfiiere e\'’ry calmy mom 1 ’ll stand. 

And ere one sheep out of my fold I tell. 

Sad Willy’s pipe shaU bid his friend farewell. 
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BOOK II. SONG 2, 

The praise of Sydy.cy. 

Ere their arrival Astrophell had done 
His shepherd's lay, yet equalized of none. 

The admired mirror, glory of our isle, 

Thou far far more than mortal man, whose style 
Struck more men dumb to hearken to thy song 
Than Orpheus’ harp, or Tully's golden tongue. 

To him, as right, for nut’s deep quintessence, 

For honour, valour, virtue, orccllcnce, 

Be all the garlands, cronm his tomb with bay, 

Who spake as much as e'er our tongue can say. 

v-aSf ^i#-**:**© 

He sweetly touched what I harshly hit. 

Yet thus 1 glory in what I have writ ; 

Sidney began, and, — if a wit so mean 

May taste with him the dews of Hippocre'ne, — 

I sung the pastoral ne.vt ; his Muse my mover ; 
And on the plains full many a pensive lover 
Shall sing us to their loves, and praising be 
My humble lines the more for praising thee. 

Thus we shall live with t'nern. by rocks, by springs, 
As well as Homer by the deaths of kings. 

BOOK n. SONG 5 . 

A colour passage. 

As in the rainbow's many-colourod hue. 

Here see we watchet deepened v.ith a blue; 

There a d.art; t.runy «ith a purple mixt, 

Vclhrv and fuamc. with strc.aks of green betwixt, 

A bloody stream into a blushing run. 

And ends still wit'n the colour which begun; 
Dr.iwing the deeper to a lighter stain. 

Bringing the lightest to the deep’st again. 

With such nare art each mingleth with his fellow. 
The blue with watchet, green and red with yellow ; 
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Like to the changes which we daily see 
About the dove’s neck with variety, 

^Vhere none can say, though he it strict attends, 

Here one begins, and there the other ends ; 

So did the maidens with their various flowers 
Deck up their windows, and make neat their bowers ; 
Using such cunning as they did dispose 
The ruddy piny with the lighter rose. 

The monk’s-hoods with the bugloss, and entwine 
The white, the blue, the flesh-like columbine 
With pinks, sweet-williams : that far off the eye 
Could not the manner of their mixtures spy. 


' BOOK II. SONG 3. 

The description of IValla. > 

A green silk frock her comely shoulders clad, 

And took delight that such a seat it had, 

^Vhich at her middle gathered up in pleats 
A love-knot girdle willing bondage threats. 

Nor Venus’ ceston held a braver piece. 

Nor that which girt the fairest flower of Greece. 
Down to her waist her mantle loose did fall 
Which Zephyr, as afraid, still played uithal, 

And then tuck’d up somewhat below the knee 
Showed searching eyes rvhere Cupid’s columns be. 
The inside lined with rich carnation silk. 

And in the midst of both lawn white as milk. 
Which white beneath the red did seem to shroud. 
As Cynthia’s beauty tlirough a blushing cloud. 
About the edges curious to behold 
A deep fringe hung of rich and twisted gold; 

So on the green marge of a crystal brook 
A thousand yellow flowers at fishes look, 

And such the beams are of the glorious sun 
That through a tuft of grass dispersed run. 

Upon her leg a pair of buskins white 
Studded with orient pearl and chrysolite, 
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And, like her mantle, stitch’d with gold and green, 

(Fairer yet never wore the forest’s queen) 

Knit close with ribands of a partj’ hue, 

A knot of crimson and a tuft of blue, 

Nor can the peacock in his spotted train 
So many pleasing colours show again ; 

Nor could there be a mixture with more grace, 

Except the heavenly roses in her face. 

A silver quiver at her back she wore, 

With darts and arrows for the stag and boar ; 

But in her eyes she had such darts again. 

Could conquer gods, and wound the hearts of men. 

Her left hand held a knotty Brazil bow, 

Whose strength, with tears, she made the red deer know. 
So clad, so anned, so dressed to win her will 
Diana never trod on Latmus hill. 

Walla, the fairest njTnph that haunts the woods 
Walla, beloved of shepherds, fauns, and floods, 

Walla, for whom the frolic satyrs pine, 

Walla, with whose fine foot the flowerets twine, 

Walla, of whom sweet birds their ditties move, 

Walla, the earth’s delight, and Ta\’y’s love. 

BOOK IL SONG 3. 

The song of Tavy. 

As careful merchants do expecting stand 
(.After long time and merry gales of wind) 

Upon the place where their brave ship must land. 

So wait I for the vessel of my mind. 

Upon a great adventure is it bound 

Whose safe return will valued be at more 
Than all the wealthy prizes which have cro^raed 
The golden rashes of an age before. 

Out of the East jewels of wealth she brings. 

Th’ unvalu’d diamond of her sparkling eye 
Wants in the treasure of all Europe’s kings ; 

And were it mine they not their crowns should buy. 
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The sapphires ringed on her panting breast 
Run as rich veins of ore about the mould, 
And are in sichness with a pale possest 
So true, for them I should disvalue gold. 

The melting rubies on her cherry lip 
Are of such power to -hold; that as one day 
Cupid flew thirsty by, he stooped to sip, 

And fastened there could never get away. 

The sweets of Candie are no sweets to me, 
When hers I taste ; nor the perfumes of price, 
Robb’d from the happy shrubs of Araby, 

As her sweet breath, so powerful to entice. 

Oh hasten then, and if thou be not gone 
, Unto that wished traffic through the main. 

My powerful sighs shall quickly drive thee on, 
And then begin to draw thee back again. 

If in the mean nide waves have it opprest 
It shall suffice, I ventured at the best. 


BOOK II. SONG 4. 

TJie complaint of Pan. 

What boot is it though 1 am said to be 
The worthy son of winged Mercury? 

That I with gentle nymphs in forests high 
Kissed out the sweet lime of my infancy ? 

And when more years had made me able grown, 
Was through the mountains as their leader known? 
That high-browed Mmnalus where I was bred, 

And stony hills not few have honoured 
Me as protector by the hands of swains, 

Wliose sheep retire there from the open plains? 
That I in shepherd’s cups — rejecting gold — 

Of milk and honey measures eight times told 
Have offered to me, and the ruddy wine 
Fresh and new pressed from the bleeding vine? 
VOL. IL G 
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That glecsome hunters pleased with their sport 
With sacrifices due have thanked me for’t? 

That patient anglers standing all the day 
Near to some shallow stickle or deep bay, 

And fishermen whose nets have drawn to land 
A shoal so great it wcllnigh hides the sand, 

For such success some promontory’s head 
Thrust at by waves, hath known me worshipped ? 
But to increase my grief, what profits this, 

‘Since still the loss is as the loser is?’ 

BOOK lir. SONG I. 

The song of Celadyne. 

Marina’s gone and now sit I 
As Philomela on a thorn. 

Turned out of nature’s livery. 

Mirthless, alone, and all forlorn : 

Only she sings not, while sny sorrows can 
Breathe forth such notes as suit a dying swan 

So shuts the marigold her leaves 
At the departure of the sun ; 

So from the honey-sucklc sheaves 
The bee goes when the day is done ; 

So sits the turtle when she is but one. 

And so all woe, as I, since she is gone. 

To some few birds kind Nature hath 
Made aU the summer as one day; 

Which once enjoy’d, cold winteriS'-nTath, 

As night, they sleeping pass away. 

Those happy creatures are, they know not yef 
The pain to be deprived, or to forget. 

I oft have heard men say there be 
Some, that with confidence profess 
The helpful Art of Memory ; 

But could they teach forgetfulness, 

I ’d learn, and try what further art could do 
To make me love her and forget her too. 
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SOXG. 

[From Minor Poems,'] 

Welcome, welcome do I sing 
Far more welcome than the spring: 

He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 

Love, that to the \'oice is near 
Breaking from your ivorj' pale, 

Need not walk abroad to hear 
The delightful nightingale. 

Welcome, welcome then 1 sing 
Far more welcome than the spring 

He that parteth from you never 
Shall enjoy a spring for ever. 

Love, that looks still on your eyes, 

Tho’ the winter have begun 
To benumb our arteries. 

Shall not want the summer’s sun. 

Welcome, welcome, &c. 

Love, that still may see your cheeks, 
Where all rareness still reposes. 

Is a fool if ere he seeks 
Other lilies, other roses. 

Welcome, welcome, &c. 

Love, to nhom your soft lip jields. 

And perceives your breath in kissing. 
All the odours of the fields 
Never, never shall be missing. 

Welcome, welcome, && 

Love, that question wouk[ anew 
What fair Eden was of old, 

Let him rightly study you. 

And a brief of that behold. 

Welcome welcome &c. 
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The Inner Temple Masque. 

The Charm. 

San of Erebiis and night 
Hie aw.ay ; .and aim thy flight 
Where consort none other fowl ^ 
Th.an the bat and sullen owl ; 
Wlicrc upon thy limber grass 
Poppy and mandragoras 
With like simples not a few 
Hang for ever drops of dew. 
WTrere (lows Lethe without coil 
Softly like a stream of oil. 

Hie thee hither gentle sleep : 

With this Greek no longer kiep. 
Thrice I charge thee by my wand, 
Thrice with moly from my hand 
Do I touch Ulysses eyes, 

And wth the jaspis : then arise 
Sagest Greek. 


SONNET. 

Fairest, when by the rules of palmistry 
You took my hand to try if you could guess, 

By lines therein, if any wight there be 
Ordained to make me know some llappincss ; 

I wished that those characters could explain. 

Whom I will never wrong with hope to win ; 

Or that by them a copy might be seen. 

By you, O love, what thoughts I had within. 

But since the hand of Nature did not set 
(As providently loth to have it known) 

The means to find that hidden alphabet. 

Mine eyes shall be th’ interpreters alone ; 

By them conceive my thoughts, and tell me, fair, 
If now you see her that doth love me there? 
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[George Wither was bom at Brentworth in Hampshire, June 11,1588. 
and died in the year 1667; his literary achievement, both in verse and 
prose, being proportioned to his lengtli of years. The dates of his chief 
works are as follons: 1612, the Elecy on Prince Henry; 1613, Epilhalamia ; 
1613, .dfiusfs Stript and Wkipl; 1C15, Fidelia and Shepherd's Hunting. To 
tlie same year must also be ascribed his share in Browne's Shepherd's Pipe.; 
i6jS, the Motto; 1622, the Mistress of Philarete; 1623, the Hymns and Songs 
of the Church; 1(12^, Britain's Remembrancer; 1634, Zl/uWrnis; Halle- 

lujah. 

The above list is very far indeed from exhausting the complete catalogue 
of Wither’s voluminous works. He was an ardent politician, and in the 
stirring times of the Civil War was peipetually pouring forth songs and 
broadsheets in justification of the cause be liad taken up Probably no 
library in England possesses an absolutely complete collection of Wither's 
works. Certainly the British Museum and the Bodleian do not. The Rev. 
T. Corser, of Stand, near Manchester, is said to have had the fullest collection 
in existence, but that has been since dispersed. Tne poems have been 
collected by the Spinsei Society, but it is a matter for 1 egret that they are 
not to be had in a more generally accessible form It is one of the most 
striking blemishes of Chalmers’ collection that Wither is absolutely ignoied 
in it. Of modem editors of portions of his works the chief is Sir Egerton 
Brydges, who republished the Shepherd's Hunting ahd the Fidelia at the 
beginning of this century, and also gave long extracts from Withers’ other 
poems in his Censura Literaria. The Hymns and Songs of the Church, and 
the Hallelujah were republished for Russell Smith in 1S56 and 1857.] 

Wither resembles Wordsworth in having written almost all his 
good work within a period of a few' j'ears. That period is from 
1613 to 1623. The great exception is the Hallelujah — a collection 
of sacred poems, in which are some beautiful things tvritten as late 
as 1641. On the whole, however, the collection of Wither’s 
poems entitled yuveniha contains nearly all his best writing. The 
enthusiasm with w’hich he threw himself into politics damaged his 
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genius. His nature was not large enough to pour itself with equal 
power into the two channels of art and practical life. He became 
an eager partisan and sectary, retaining that moral elevation 
and dignity which ever honourably distinguishes him, but losing 
all sense of fonn and measure, perhaps indeed deliberately neg- 
lecting them as things indifferent. It is then to the early part of 
his life that we have to attend ; and here we must remember his 
two years at O.vford, where he was a member of Magdalen 
College : two happy years, he himself has told us, which were 
unfortunately cut short by his sudden withdrawal from the Uni- 
versity. In 1605, he went up to Lincoln’s Inn, and there became 
acquainted with Browne, who was at that time a member of the 
Inner Temple. The friendship was a very important one for 
Wither. The two wrote in friendly rivalry, and often in intimate 
co-partnership, and we shall hardly err in laying great stress upon 
Browne’s influence during the first period of Withcris poetry. 
Browne was a born artist, if ever there was one, and his example 
wooed the naturally ascetic and polemical genius o'” Wither into 
pleasanter paths for a while. Wither in later life expresses most 
unnoccssarj’ repentance for his early poems. Ho had no such 
reason for feelings of the kind as perhaps Chaucer had. Not a 
single line of his poetry is really corrupt or dishonourable to the 
writer. But he was young then, and could witc of love and 
the beauty of nature and the beauty of woman, with a facile pen 
and an ardent delight in the fulness of his life and the power of 
his art, which seemed no doubt profane and dangerous trifling to 
the Puritan captain of the Civil War. But even in his youth life 
did not altogether smile upon him. His ^very harmless satires, 
published under the title Abuses Stript and Whipt in 1613, weic 
rewarded by imprisonment in the Marshahea. As Lamb says, it 
is w’onderful that such perfectly general denunciations of the 
ordinary vices of Gluttony, Avarice, Vanity, and the rest of it in 
the abstract should have seemed offensive to any human being. 
But the cap fitted some one in high place, and Wither had to 
expiate his plain spokenness by a rigorous confinement. After his 
liberation he renewed more intimately than ever his friendship 
with Browne, and in 1615 wrote in conjunction wth him the 
Shepherds Pipe. His own Shepherds Hunting, which he wrote 
in prison (see the extract here given) and which contains perhaps 
his very best work, appeared in the same year. To this date 
also must be assigned the first edition of his Fidelia, a poetical 
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epistle from a forsaken fair one to her inconstant lover. At 
the end of this first edition of Fidelia is printed that famous 
song — Shall I, wasting in despairc?’ — which wiU alwa3's keep 
Withers memorj' green, even if all else of his poetrj' is forgotten. 
The Motto followed in 1618, and met at once with great success. 
The poem is an amusingij' egotistical perfonnance, but the 
egotism is, as Charles Lamb said, of a sort which no one can resent. 
The motto is ‘Nec habeo, nee careo, nec euro,’ and the poem is 
divided into three parts, one treating of ‘nec habeo,’ another of 
‘nec careo,’ and the third of ‘nec euro.’ In a preface addressed 
to ‘ AnjLody,’ he makes a statement which perhaps no one would 
wish to" gainsay. ‘The language is but indifferent, for I affected 
matter rather than words ; the method is none at all ; for I was 
loath to make a business of a recreation.’ It is worth noticing 
that in the preface he alludes to the episode which, in spite of its 
uncouthness and exaggeration, is perhaps the most amusing part of 
his satires, in very’ uncomplimentary terms. ‘ The foolish Canter- 
bury Tale in my Scourge of Vanity (which I am now almost 
ashamed to read over) even that hath been by some praised for 
a -witty passage.’ Whenever Wither gives himself liberty and has 
his fling, he is sure not long afterwards to repent. In 1623 appeared 
his first serious attempt at sacred poetiy in the shape of his Hymtis 
and Songs of the Church. Great part of this collection consists of 
metrical paraphrases of the Psalms and Song of Solomon, but 
there are also some hjanns the inspiration of which is due to no 
one but Wither himself. Such are the Hymn for All Saints 
Day and the Hymn for the Author, which are not only interesting 
in themselves but because a close comparison with the fonn in 
which these same poems appeared in the collection entitled Halle- 
lujah nearly twenty' years afterwards reveals the notable fact that 
Wither was one of the very' few poets who improved his work by 
retouching it, and that his second thoughts were a.lways his best. 
I give nothing from his Britain's Remembrancer (162S) or from his 
Emblems (1634). The former seems to me a rather tedious political 
poem, and the latter is merely a collection written to order as text 
for a certain number of Dutch engravings. It is true that there 
are one or two of these latter poems which show qualities of thought 
and diction not to be disregarded, but on the whole I do not think 
he reaches his best anywhere in the collection. Hallelujah (1641) 
shows that great part of his old power still survives. The versifi- 
cation is flexible and musical in a very high degree, clothing the 
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epistle &ora a forsaken fair one to her inconstant lo'.'er. At 
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thought sometimes, as in the poem on All Saints' Day, in a form 
of subtle beauty and strangeness ; in other poems, as in the verses 
For those at Sea, moving with a grand lilt and rapidity which fitly 
symbolize the theme. The verses on A Dear Friend Deceased 
are of exquisite tenderness and beauty. They are written from the 
heart and to the heart, and affect us as they must have affected the 
writer himself. Wither has the same rare power of pathos that 
was possessed also by his friend Browne. 

The limits of our space prevent us quoting even all of the few 
poems that we have specialty named ; but it is hoped tliat our 
selection will still be fairly representative of a poet who is certainly 
much less known than he deserves to be. Braithwaite wrote in 
1615 — 

‘And long may England’s Thespian springs be known 
By lovely Wither and by bonny Browne ’ 

But the wish has hardly been fulfilled, and there are few readers 
who would not be a little surprised by the epithet here applied to 
the Puritan poet No real lover of poetry will however grudge it 
him. He is one of the few masters of octosyllabic verse in our 
language. Lamb has dwelt lovingly on its curious felicities, and 
for compass and variety it would not be easy to name its superior. 
It is the one form of verse pre-eminently suited to Wither, who has 
achieved no such triumphs with the heroic couplet. But it is not 
only for beauty of poetic form that Wither deserved Braithwaite’s 
enthusiastic epithet. Like the Charmides of Plato’s dialogue, he 
has ‘what is much more important, a beautiful soul.’ Never was 
there a purer or more honourable spirit, or one which kept closer 
to the best it knew, and as Wither has revealed himself in his 
works in a way in which few poets have done, it is natural to read 
him not only with admiration but with sympathy. 

W. T. Arnold. 
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Weakness. 


[From Abuses Strips and 

This in defence of poesie to say 
I am compelled because that of this day 
Weakness and ignorance have wronged it sore; 
But what need any man therein speak more 
Than divine Sidney hath already done ? 

For whom, though he deceased ere I begun, 

I have oft sighed, and bewailed my fate, 

That brought me forth so many years too late 
To view that worthy; and now think not you 

0 Daniel, Draj’ton, Johnson, Chapman, how 

1 long to see you with your fellow peers, 

Sylvester matchless, glory of these years ; 

I hitherto have only heard your fames, 

And know you yet but by your works and names: 
The little time I on the earth have spent 
Would not allow me any more content : 

I long to know you better, that ’s the truth, 

I am in hope you’ll not disdain ray youth: 

For know you. Muses’ darlings, I’ll not crave 
A fellowship amongst you for to have. 

Oh, no ; for though my ever willing heart 
Have vowed to love and praise you and your art. 
And though that I your style do now assume, 

I do not, nor I will not so presume ; 

I claim not that too worthy name of Poet ; 

It is not yet deserved by me, I know it ; 

Grant me I may but on your Muses tend. 

And be enrolled their servant or their friend ; 

And if desert hereafter worthy make me. 

Then for a fellow, if it please you, take me. 


Eclogue 4. 
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Fof, if I could match thy rhyme, 

To the verj' stars I'd climb : 

There begin again, and fly 
Till I reach’d eternity. 

But, alas ! my Muse is slow ; 

For thy place she flags too low: 

Yea, the more’s her hapless fate. 

Her short wings were dipt of late : 

And poor I, her fortune rueing, 

Am myself put up a mewing : 

But if I my cage can rid, 

I’ll fly where I never did : 

And though for her sake I’m crost. 
Though my best hopes I have lost, 

And knew she would make my trouble 
Ten times more than ten times double : 
I should love and keep her too 
Spite of all the world could do. 

For, though banish’d from my flocks. 
And confin’d within these rocks, 

Here 1 waste away the light, 

And consume the sullen night. 

She doth for my comfort stay, 

And keeps many cares away. 

Though I miss the flowery fields, 

With those sweets the springtide yields, 
Though I may not see those groves, 
Where the shepherd’s chant their loves, 
And the lasses more excel 
Tlian the sweet voic’d Philomel ; 

Though of all those pleasures past, 
Nothing now remains at last, 

But Remembrance, poor relief, 

That more makes than mends my grief; 
She’s my mind’s companion still, 

Maugre En\'y’s evil will ; 

(^Vhence she should be driven, too, 
Were’t in mortal’s power to do.) 





GEORGE WITHER. 


95 


Therefore, thou best earthly bliss, 

I will cherish thee for this. 

Poesy! thou sweet’st content 
That e’er heaven to mortals lent : 

Though they as a trifle leave thee, 

Whose dull thoughts cannot conceive thee, 
Though thou be to them a scorn. 

That to nought but earth are bom. 

Let my life no longer be 
Than I am in love with thee. 

Though our wise ones call thee madness, 
Let me never taste of gladness, 

If I love not thy mad’st fits 
More than all their greatest wits. 

And though some, too, seeming holy, 

Do account thy raptures folly. 

Thou dost teach me to contemn 
What makes knaves and fools of them. 


The Author’s Resolution in a Sonnet. 

Shall I, wasting in despaire 
Dye, because a woman’s fair? 

Or make pale my cheeks with care 
Cause anothers Rosie are? 

Be she fairer than the Day 
Or the flowry Meads in May, 

If she thinke not well of me, 

What care I /tow fairc she be? 

Shall my seely heart be pin’d 
Cause I see a woman kind? 

Or a well disposed Nature 
Joyned with a lovely feature? 

Be she Meeker, Kinder than 
Tmile-dovc or Pellican : 

If she be not so to me. 

What care I how kind she be? 
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Shall a woman’s Vertues move 
Me to perish for her Love? 

Or her wel deservings knowne 
Make me quite forget mine own ? 

Be she with that Goodness blest 
Which may merit name of best : 
If she be not such to me, 

What care I how Good she be? 


Cause her Fortune seems too high 
Shall I play the fool and die? 

She that beares a Noble mind, 

If not outward helpes she find, 

Thinks what with them he wold do, 
That without them dares her woe. 
And unlesse that Minde I see 
What care I how great she be? 


Great, or Good, or Kind, or Faire 
I will ne’re the more despaire : 

If she love me (this beleeve) 

I will Die ere she shall grieve. 

If she slight me when I woe, 

I can scorne and let her goe, 
For if she be not for me 
What care I for whom she be?* 


’ 1 have transcribed this song verbatim el literatim (for it is too precious 
not to be given exactly as it first saw the light) from the original edition of 
Fidelia in which it first appeared. Mr. W. C. Hazlitt in his Handboob to 
Early Engliih Literature assumes the existence of an edition in 1617, before 
the well knorra second edition in the later part of the same year ; but 
adds : — ‘ This first edition is supposed to have been privately printed. No 
copy is at present known.’ There is, however, a copy of this treasure in the 
Bodlci.an Librarj As I write, the title page of it is before me : — Fidelia, 
London, Printed by Nicholas Okes, 1615. 
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LO\X-rOEMS. 

[From Tit Mi'lrt<s of Pliilarttt.l 

1. 

And licr lips (that shew no duincss) 
Full arc, in the meanest fulness : 
Those, the leaves be, whose unfolding 
IJrings sweet pleasures to beholding : 
For, such pearls they do disclose, 

Both the Indies match not those ; 

Yet arc so in order placed, 

As their whiteness is more graced. 

Each part is so well disposed, 

And her dainty mouth composed. 

So, as there is no distortion 
Misbescems that sweet proportion. 

\''hen her ivory teeth she buries, 
Twi.xt her two enticing cherries, 

TAere appcitr stroV pteistrfus' Afiftfcn, 

As might tempt what were forbidden. 

If you look again the whiles 
She doth part those lips in smiles, 

Tis as when a flash of light 
Breaks from heaven to glad the night 

2 . 

Oft have the Nymphs of greatest worth, 
Made suit my songs to hear ; 

As oft (when I have sighed forth 
Such notes as saddest were) 

‘Alas!’ said they, ‘poor gentle heart, 
^^’hoc’er that shepherd be : ’ 

But, none of them suspects my smart, 
Nor thinks, it meancth me. 

When I have reached so high a strain 
Of passion in my song. 

That they have seen the tears to rain 
And trill my cheek along ; 

H 
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Instead of sigh, or weeping eye, 

To sympathise with me ; 

‘Oh, were he once in love,’ they cry, ■ 

‘ How moving would he be 1 ’ 

Oh pity me, j'ou powers above, 

And take my skill away ; 

Or let my hearers think I love. 

And fain not what I say. 

For, if I could disclose the smart, 

Which I unknown do bear ; 

Each line would make them sighs impart^ 
And every word, a tear. 


3- 

Her true beauty leaves behind. 
Apprehensions in my mind, 

Of more sweetness than all art 
Or inventions can impart ; 

Thoughts too deep to be exprest, 
And too strong to be supprest ; 
Which oft raiseth my conceits. 

To so unbelieved heights. 

That (I fear) some shallow brain, 
Thinks my muses do but feign. 
Sure, he wrongs them if he do : 
For, could I have reached to 
So like strains as these you see ; 
Had there been no such as she? 
Is it possible that I, 

Who scarce heard of Poesy, 

Should a mere Idea raise 
To as true a pitch of praise 
As the learned poets could, 

Now, or in the times of old. 

All those real beauties bring. 
Honoured by their sonneting? 
(Having arts and favours too 
More t’ encourage what they do)— 
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No ; if I had never seen 
Such a beauty ; I had been 
Piping in the countiy shades, 

To the homely daily maids. 

For a country fiddler’s fees ; 

Clouted cream, and bread and cheese. 

I no skill in numbers had, 
hlore than every shepherd’s lad, 

Till she taught me strains that were 
Pleasing to her gentle ear. 

Her fair splendour and her worth 
From obscureness drew me forth. 

And, because I had no Muse, 

She herself deigned to infuse 
All the skill by which I climb 
To these praises in my rhyme. 

Which, if she had pleased to add. 

To that art sweet Drayton had, 

Or that happy swain that shall 
Sing Britannia’s Pastoral ; 

Or to theirs, whose verse set forth 
Rosalind, and Stella’s worth ; . 

They had doubled all their skill. 
Gained on Apollo’s Hill : 

And as much more set her forth 
As I ’m short of them in worth. 

They had unto heights aspired, 

Might have justly been admired ; 

And, in such brave strains had moved 
As of all had been approved. 


A Christaias Carol. 

So now is come our joyfulst least ; 

Let every man be jolly, 

Each room nith ivy leaves is drest 
And every post with holly. 
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Though some churls at our mirth repine, 
Round your foreheads garlands tv/ine. 

Drown sorrow in a cup of wine, 

And let us all be merry. 

* -St- « 

Now every lad is wondrous trim, 

And no man minds his labour; 

Our lasses have provided them 
A bag-pipe and a tabor. 

Young men and maids and girls and boys 
Give life to one another’s joys, 

And you anon shall by their noise 
Perceive that they are merry. 

Ranh misers now do sparing shun. 

Their hall of music soundeth ; 

And dogs thence with whole shoulders run. 

So all things here aboundeth. 

The country folk themselves advance, 

For Crowdy-mutton’s come out of France, 

And Jack shall pipe, and Jill shall dance. 

And all the town be merry. 

Ned Swash hath fetched his bands from pawn. 
And all his best apparel ; 

Brisk Nell hath bought a ruff of lawn 
With droppings of the barrel. 

And those that hardly all the year 
Had bread to eat or rags to wear, 

Will have both clothes and daintj' fare 
And aU the day be menr)'. 

* rt * * 

The wenches with their wassaU-bon is 
About the street are singing. 

The boys are come to catch the owls. 

The wild-mare in is bringing. 
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Trim Thou the sails, and let good speed 
Accompany our haste ; 

Sound Thou the channels at our need, 

And anchor for us cast. 

4 A fit and favourable wind 

To further us provide ; 

And let it wait on us behind, 

Or lacbcy by our side. 

From sudden gusts, from storms, from sands. 
And from the raging wave ; 

From shallows, rocks, and pirates’ hands. 
Men, goods, and vessel save. 

5 Preserve us from the wants, the fear, 

And sickness of the seas ; 

But chiefly from our sins, which arc 
A danger worse than these. 

Lord ! let us also safe arrive 
Where we desire to be ; 

And for Thy mercies let us give 
Due thanks and praise to Thee. 

For Summer Time, 

1 Now the glories of the year 
May be viewed at the best, 

And the earth doth now appear 
In her fairest garments dress’d ; 

Sweetly smelling plants and flow’crs 
Do perfume the garden bowers ; 

Hill and valley, wood and field, 

Mixed with pleasure profits yield. 

2 Much is found where nothing was. 

Herds on every mountain go, 

In the meadows flowery grass 
Makes both milk and honey flow ; 

Now each orchard banquets giveth, 

Every hedge with fruit relicveth ; 

And on every shrub and tree 
Useful fruits or berries be. 


Gr:o.^r;r. lar/tr.R. 


j Vi’.-Jks nnd wnys winter snnrr'd 

By the v.-inds arc sv.'cpt and dried ; 
Moorish piir-ands are now so haul 
That on t!«;m we safe may ride ; 
M'armth cnonjth the sen doth lend us, 
From his heat the thadt-, defend us ; 
And thereby we sliarc in these 
Safety, profit, pleasure, t.isc. 

4 Other hlcsMn;:^. many more, 

At this time enjoyed may be, 

And in this my s'nv:^ therefore 
Braise 1 jTirr, O Lord ! to Thee : 

Grant that this my free oblation 
May have oraciou-s .acceptation, 

And that 1 may well employ 
Everything which I enjoy. 


Titr, Pr.AYItR OF Oi,i> AGE. 

[Tluni p.art cf /ic.Ve.’ya^.] 

As this my carnal robe grows old. 

Soil'd, rent, and worn by length of years. 
Let me on that by faith lay hold 
Which man in life immortal wears ; 

So sanctify my days behind. 

So let my manners be refined, 

That when my soul and tlcsh must part, 
Tlicrc lurk no terrors in my heart. 

So shall my rest be safe .and sweet 
UTien I am lodged in my grave; 

And when my soul .and body meet, 

A j'oyful meeting they shall have ; 

Their essence then shall be divine. 
This muddy flesh shall starlikc shine. 
And God shall that fresh youth restore 
Which will abide for evermore. 
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[Eons 15SS, died 1G33. CtnV* VUt'yy e'id Trh^r-.f’i h Sc.-n-tn 

and Earth aver tt’td aj er Dtath was published in 36.(0.] 

Giles, the brother of Phinens, and cousin of John Fletcher, is 
one of the chief poets of what may be called the Spensenan 
School, which ‘flourished’ in the first tpiarter of the seventeenth 
centur}’. Spenser and Chaucer were the supreme names in non^ 
dramatic poetry till Milton arose; and in the Jacobean penoQ 
the Plantagcnct poet was eclipsed by the Klizabethan ; an t 
it was to Spenser that the lesser poetic spirits of the age loo 'c^ 
up to as their master, and upon their writings his influence is 
deeply impressed. z\mongst these ret.aincrs of “ Colin must e 
counted Milton when young, before he had developed his o.'n 
style and become himself an original power, himself a ’ 

and not the least of the interests that distinguish Giles 
and his fellow Spcnscrians is th.at .Milton extended to them 
study and .attention which he gave with no ordinary symp.a^ i> 

‘ our sage and serious Spenser, whom I dare bo known to tun ' a 
better tc.acher than Scotus .and .Aquin.as.’ _ . . 

These words of Milton’s suggest some leading ch.ar.actcnstics o^ 
the Spenserian school. It too proposed to be ‘sage and senous. 
It inelined indeed to be didactic. In that notorious production, 
‘The Purple Island,’ we have in tact a lecture oi' 

More commonly its purpose was directly ethical ; and it mus 
allowed that the artist is .at times lost in the moralist. _ 

Giles Fletcher is eminently a religious poet — in the tec inic. 
sense of the word, as happily also in the more general sense. 
He deals with Christian themes : ‘ Christ’s Victory in 

‘Christ's Victory on Earth,’ ‘Christ’s Triumph over Death, 

Triumph after Death’; and it is his special distinction, na>^^ 
handling such themes he does not sink into a mere rhyming 
matist, but wxites with .a genuine enthusiasm and jo>. 
certainly what has commonly been written for ‘religious P° 
has been ‘ religious ’ rather than poetical. Its orthodoxy ma) ’ 
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been unimpeachable; but no less so this 
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John W. hales. 
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Christ’s Victory in Heavcn. 

But Justice had no sooner Merej' seen 
Smoothing the winkles of her Father’s brow, 

But up she starts, and throws her self between : 

As when a vapour, from a nioory slough, 

Meeting with fresh Eoiis, that but now 
Open’d the world, which all in darknessc lay. 

Doth hca\‘’n’s bright face of his rayes disarray. 

And sads the smiling Orient of the springing day. 

She was a Virgin of austere regard ; 

Not as the world esteems her, deaf and blind ; 

But as the eagle, that hath oft compar’d 
Her eye with Hca\'’n’s, so, and more brightly shin’d 
Her lamping sight ; for she the same could wind 
Into the solid heart, and with her cars 
The silence of the thought loud speaking hears. 

And in one hand a pairc of even scales she wears. 

No riot of affection revel kept 
Within her brest, but a still apathy 
Possessed all her soulc, which softly slept 
Securely, without tempest ; no sad cry 
Awakes her pity, but wrong’d poverty. 

Sending her eyes to heav’n swimming in tears, 

With hideous clamours ever struck her cars. 

Whetting the blazing sword, that in her hand she bears. 

The wingJ;d lightning is her Mercury, 

And round about her mighty thunders sound : 

Impatient of himself lies pining by 

Pale Sickness with his kerchcr’d head upwound, 

And thousand noisome plagues attend her round ; 

But if her cloudy brow but once grow foul. 

The flints do melt, and rocks to water roll, 

And airy mountaines shake, and frighted shadows howL 
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Famine, and bloodless Care, and bloody War, 

Want, and tlic want of bnowlcdgc Jiotv to use 
Abundance ; Aj:^ and Fear that runs afar 
Before his fellow Grief, that aye pursues 
llis wing6d steps ; for wlio would not refuse 
Griefs company, a dull and rawboned sprite, 

Tliat lanks the cheeks, and pales the freshest sight, 
Unbosoming the clicerfiil breast of all delight? 

Before this cursed throng goes Ignorance, 

That needs will lead the way he cannot see ; 

And, after all, Death doth his flag advance, 

And, in the midst. Strife still would rogning be. 

Whose ragged flesh and clothes did well agree : 

And round about amared Horror flics, 

And o\icr all. Shame veils his guilty eyes. 

And underneath, llcHs Iningry throat still yawning lies. 

Upon two slonj' l.ahlcs, 'pread before her, 

She Ic.an’d her bosom, more than stony hniai ; 

There slept th’ impartial Judge, and strict restorer 
Of wrong or right, with pain or with reward ; 

There hung the score of all our debts, the card 
Where good, and bad, .and life, and death were painted ; 
Was never heart of mortal so untainted. 

But when that scroll was read, with thousand terrors fainted 

Witness the thunder that mount Sinai he.ard, 

Wien all the hill with fiery' clouds did flame, 

And wandering Israel, with the sight afeard, 

Blinded with seeing, durst not touch the same, 

But like a wood of shaking leaves became. 

On this dead Justice, she, the Living Law, 

Bowing herself with a majestic awe. 

All licav’n, >to hear her speech, did into silence draw. 




SIR HENRY WOTTON. 


[B RN" 1568, died id^g. -How happy is he bom and taught,' slid to 
have been printed in 1614 ; see Co’.rily PoU-, ed. Hannah, 1S75. It '".as 
quoted to Drummond by Ben Jonson in i6i8 or 1619: ‘Sir Eduard 
[Hemyl Wntton's verses of a happy life he hath by heart’ ‘\ou meaner 
beauties of the night,’ piinled wi:h music in Ests Sixrh S'e: of r.ool-’, 162a. 
It was probably written a few years before In 1651, ReUgiiir.e II o! o'/.wia?-] 


Sir Henry' Wotton, a highly accomplished gentleman and dis- 
tinguished diplomatist in his day, is now best known to us 
personally through the affectionate memoir of his humble 
and fellow angler Isaac Walton, and the kindly interest he shouc 
in Milton, whose Comus had excited his warm admiration. He 
was well bom, well bred, and one of the most cultivated ° 
his time. But, immersed in politics and society, he found ut 
little leisure for the studies he loved till his appointment to ne 
Provostship of Eton in 1624, when he was some 56 years o a^^ 
All the middle period of his life from 1595 he was occupie 
affairs, not without peril, as when he was one of the secretane 
of the Earl of Essex (his .'cllow secretary, Cuffe, was hanged;, n 
without much vexation, as when his famous definition o 
ambassador, public attention being called to it eight jeare a 
it was entered in Flecaraon’s ‘albo’ at Augsburg, brou^, it 
for a time into disgrace with James I. _ -pc nt 

Of poetry' he wTote but little; but of that litUc tuo . 

least have obtained a permanent place in English 
Character of a Haffy Life, written probably circ. 1614 I a 

lines, On his mistress the Queen of tn find 

apophthegm ‘the style is of the man,’ it would e cu 
better illustrations. As in a mirror, they reflect the ig 
nature of one who, living in the world, and a master o 
and courtesies, was yet never of it — was never a "or mg. 

John W. Hales. 
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The Character of a Hatty Lite. 

How happy is he bom and taught 
That sen'cth not another’s will ; 

Vi’bosc nnnour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill ; 

Wiosc passions not his masters arc ; 

Whose soul is still prepared for death, 
Untied unto the world by care 
Of public fame or private breath ; 

Wio cnHcs none that chance doth raise, 
Nor vice ; who never understood 
How deepest wounds arc given by praise ; 
Nor rules of state, but rules of good ; 

Who hath his life from rumours freed ; 

^\’hosc conscience is his strong retreat ; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed. 

Nor ruin make oppressors great ; 

Who God doth late and early pray 
hlore of his grace than gifts to lend ; 

And entertains the hannicss day 
With a religious book or friend. 

This man is freed from servile bands 
Of hope to rise or fear to fall : 

Lord of himself, though not of lands. 

And, having nothing, yet hath alL 

On his Mistress, the Queen or Bohemia. 

You meaner beauties of the night, 

That poorly satisfy our eyes 
More by your number than your light ; 

You common people of the skies ; 

What are you when the moon shall rise? 
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You curious chanters of the wood, 

That warble forth Dame Nature’s lays, 
Thinlcing your passions understood 
By your weak accents ; what ’s your praise, 
When Philomel her voice shall raise? 

You violets that first appear, 

By your pure purple mantles known 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 

As if the spring were all your own ; 

What are you when the rose is blown? 

So, when my mistress shall be seen 
In form and beauty of her mind. 

By virtue first, then choice, a Queen, 

Tell me if she were not designed 
The eclipse and glory of her kind ? 

Upon the Death of Sir Albertus Morton’s Wife 

He first deceased ; she for a little tried 
To live without him, liked it not, and died. 



THOMAS CAREW. 


[Thomaj Carfw, Sewer in Ordinary to Charles I, was horn about 
and died in 1639. published Coelum Srittamcum, 1633, and Poems, 
1640.] 

Among the Royalist IjTists of the seventeenth century Carew 
takes a foremost place. In genius he is surpassed by Herrick 
only, .and in age he is the first of that gallant band of cavalier 
song-witers of whom Rochester is the last. Born in the flush of 
the Elizabethan summer, when the whole garden of English 
poetry was ablaze with blossom, he lived to hand down to his 
followers a tradition of perfume and dainty form, that vivified the 
autumn_of the century with a little Martin’s summer of his own. 
The lyrists of the school of Carew preserved something of the 
brave Shakspearean tradition when the dramatists of the school of 
Shirley had completely lost it, and the transition from roman- 
ticism to classicism was more gently made in this order of writing 
than in any other. It is the special glory of Carew that he formu- 
larised the practice of writing courtly amorous poetry. Strains 
very similar to his own had appeared in the works of older poets, 
as in The Forest oi Ben Jonson and in the plays of Fletcher, but 
always casually; it was Carew who seized this floating improvi- 
sation, and made an art of it. As there were Anacreontic poets 
before Anacreon, so there were octosyllabic addresses to Julia 
or Celia before Carew ; yet we grant to him the praise of the 
invention, since he gave his best work, and not, as others had 
done, his lightest to it. 

In his elegiac lines on Donne, Carew joins the chorus of eulogy 
with more than customary' earnestness, and claims for that great 
man the title of king among the English poets. Yet no one of 
Donne’s contemporaries was less injuriously affected by the 
presence of that most crabbed and eccentric genius than Carew, 
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whose sweet and mellow Muse neither rises into the dangerous 
heights nor falls into the terrible pitfalls haunted by her audaaous 
sister. A certain tendency to conceit v/as the sin not 
school but of the age, and Carew’s trivialities have none of the 
vehemence or intellectual perversity of Donne’s. In company 
with Herrick, this thoroughly sensual poet draws his pet concettt 
from the art of the kitchen, and offends us most by being remmdeo 
of his dinner as he walks abroad ; — 


*No more the frost 

Candies the grass, or casts an icy cream 

Upon the silver lake or crystal stream, 

are phrases that justly excite our ridicule, but they are far re- 
moved from the hea^ty machinery of symbolism 
' Donne, and a whole host of imitators after him, sought » 
their simplest fancies in sublimity. Carew was ar °° 
to trouble himself with the rhetoric of the schools or ° P 
upon the conduct of the mind. He loved wine, and , 
fair florid women, to whom he could indite it 

poems about their beauty, adoring it while it laste , ° 

when It Mtd. He het ne. tl.e seme »• Sie 

Herrick; we miss in his poems those rcnhstic to 
such wonderful freshness to the verses of the jo “ 
does he indulge in the same amiable pedimtiy'. 
tn-o men’s minds was very' similar ; both were 
up to an innocent hedonism ; neither was ^ attrac- 

beyond the eternal commonplaces of bodily tys ’ ^gss of 
tion of beauty, the mutability of life, the revi 
enjoyment In the hands of the disciples t le o ^ 
became tenser, the garlands less luxunant, an and 

Sedley and Rochester we find little trace left 
Carew save the brisk, elegant versification, an 

"”‘;e3o™..a,e .ha. Carew was 

long poem. His masque of Coelum ^ roj,al visit, 

imdertaken in company with Inigo abstract in 

has the customary' faults of pieces of this km . pf verse 

interest, fragmentary in form, and the- ®®P^” ° jjieRapUiri^ 

have little charm of fancy. The best poem ° hundred 

is also the longest, yet docs not reach the Ifn jh ot 
lines. Unhappily its beauties arc presented to us 
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enlhiisiasm and with so little reticence, that no adequate citation 
from it car. he laid before the general reader. But it gives the 
student a finer impression of Carew’s powers than he would gain 
from any other piece, and betrays narrative and descriptive quali- 
ties that would have risked nothing in competition with Browne 
or with Giles Fletcher. It is, of course, by'his lyrics alone that 
Carew is known to the ordinarj’ reader of poetry. His songs are 
extremely mellifluous and well-balanced ; he has an unusual art of 
sustaining his flight through an entire lyric, so that his poems arc 
not strings of more or less pretty stanzas, but organic structures. 
It is in this that he excels Habington, Lovelace, and even Suck- 
ling, whose separate stanzas arc oficn as graceful as his, but who 
rarely succeed in maintaining the same elegance of language 
throughout. It would seem that this admirable instinct for form 
led Carew to compose with great care, and to polish his verses 
assiduously. Sir John Suckling upbraids him with the ‘trouble 
and pain’ with which his muse brought forth children, and hazards 
the criticism that a laureate poet should be easy and free. We 
can only wish that Suckling himself had been a more conscientious 
artist, and a less free and easy rhymester ; but the remark is 
interesting as showing us the stumbling-block on which the later 
Cavalier lyrists fell. They were such fine gentlemen that they 
disdained to cultivate their art and live laborious days, and we 
suffer as we search here and there for gems of spontaneous song 
amid the rubbish-heap that their carelessness has bequeathed us. 
To Carew, as to Webster before him, the impertinence of his 
contemporaries can have mattered little in comparison with the 
satisfaction he must have felt in his work as an artist. 

The claim of Carew to a place among the artificers of our 
language must not be overlooked. In his hands English verse 
took a smooth and flexible character that had neither the splen- 
dours nor the discords of the great Elizabethan school, but formed 
an admirable medium for gentle thought and florid reverie. The 
praise that Voltaire gave to Waller might be transferred to Carew 
if it were not that to give such praise to any one writer is un- 
critical. But Waller might never have written, and the develop- 
ment of English verse would be still unbroken, whereas Carew is 
a necessary link between the Elizabethans and Prior. He re- 
presents the main stream of one of the great rivers of poetic 
influence proceeding from Ben Jonson, and he contrived to do so 
much because he remained so close to that master and yet in his 
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particular vein excelled him. He is sometimes strangdy modetn. 
Such verses as those beginning — 

‘As Celia rested in the shade 
With Cleon by her side,’ 


have all the character of the eighteenth century. Carc-vv' is thus a 
transitional figure. He holds Shakspeare tnth one hand ana 
Congreve •ndth the other, and leads us dotvn the hill of seven- 
teenth century' by a path more flowery and of easier incline than 
any of his compeers. Yet we must never forget, in fonsidenng 
his historical position, that his chief merit lies, after 


fresh colouring and sincere and tender passion. 


Edmumd W- Gosse. 
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Ask iiic no more ivlicrc Jove bestows, 
\Vhcn June is pnst, tlic farlini; rose, 

For in your beauty’s orient deep 
These dowers, as in their causes, sleep. 

Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day, 

For, in pure love, heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 

Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nigJiting.alc when May is past, 

For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winters and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more where those stars light 
That downwards fall in dead of night. 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixed become as in their sphere. 

Ask me no more if cast or west 
The Phccnix builds her spicy nest. 

For unto you at last she flics, 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 


A PRAYr.R TO THK WIND. 

Go, thou gentle whispering wind, 
Bear this sigh, and if thou find 
Where my cruel fair doth rest, 

Cast it in her snowy breast, 

So, enflamed by my desire. 

It may set her heart a-firc. 

Those sweet kisses thou shall gain 
Will reward thee for thy pain ; 
Boldly light upon her lip, 

There suck odours, and thence skip 
t 2 
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To her bosom; lastly fall 
Dot\t.. and rrander over all ; 

Range about those ivory hills. 

From whose every part distils 
Amber dew. — there spices grow. 

There pure streams of nectar now ; 
There perfume thyself, and bring 
All those sweets upon thy wing ; 

As thou retum'st, change by thy power 
Every weed into a flower, 

Turn each thistle to a vine, 
hlake the bramble eglantine ! 

For so rich a booty made. 

Do but this, and I am paid. 

Thou canst with thy powerful blast 
Heat apace, and cool as fast : 

Thou canst kindle hidden flame, 

And again destroy tlie same ; 

Then, for pity, either stir 
Up the fire of love in her, 

That alike both flames may shine. 

Or else quite extinguish mine. 


The Cruel Mistress. 

We read of kings and gods tliat kindly to^l: 

A pitcher filled witli water from the brook. 

But 1 have daily tendered v.ithout titanks 
Rivers of tears tha.t overflow their banks : 

A slaughtered bull wfH .appe.ase angry fo^c, 

.A. horse the Sun. a lamb the god of love. 

Bat she disdains the spotless sacrifice 
Of a pare heart that at her aluar lies. 

Testa is not disple.xscd if her chaste itm 
Do with repaired fuel ever bum, 

But my saint frowns, though to her honoured nttin 
I consecrate a never-dring name. 

The .Assyrian king did none i’ th.c furnace throw 
But iliose that to his image did no: bow, — 



» goddess I °"'" '■‘^“'■■•fer. ’ 

she ,v.is adored. 

^ 0-^03r.ro.v .,oM ^ov,. 

-l7 sir 

' Poor hearts tint 7“, ''®‘' ‘“ ' ''■': 

^ i^clieved, to 7 
Could u-c the n 

"» J »«dS'Fr 

"'"«ll. if aoy tT 'r^K-OfWo ' 

^^’0 force Of .^'■'^'‘St 

Jove were too '*'’ate, 

^ut now her breach f" ^ ^“'^st. 

And then “nrest, 

the stout foe 7, "^''Pa« ; 

"^hon f besiege a to'^'""""’ 

^ ^ose but what ,.^ 
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Disdain returned. 

He that loves a rosy cheek, 

Or a coral lip admires, 

Or from star-like eyes doth seek 
Fuel to maintain his fires, 

As old Time makes these decay, 

So his flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and steadfast mind, 

Gentle thoughts and calm desires. 
Hearts, with equal love combined. 

Kindle never-djdng fires ; 

\Vhere these art not, I despise 
Lovely cheeks or lips or eyes. 

No tears, Celia, now shall win. 

My resolved heart to return ; 

1 have searched thy soul ^'.ithin 

And find nought but pride and scorn} 
1 have learned thy arts, and now 
Can disdain as much as thou 1 


Celia singing. 

You that think love can convey 
No other way, 

But through the eyes, into the heart, 

His fatal dart, 

Close up those casements and but hear 
This siren sing, 

And on the wing 

Of her sweet voice it shall appear 

That love can enter at the ear. 

Then unveil your eyes, behold 
The curious mould 

Wliere that voice dwells, and as we know, 
When the cocks crow. 
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We freely may 
Gaze on the day. 

So may you, when the music’s done, 
Awake and see the rising sun. 


The Lady to her Inconstant Servant. 

When on the altar of my hand, 

Bedewed with many a kiss and tear. 

Thy now revolted heart did stand 

An humble martyr, thou didst swear 
Thus, and the God of Love did hear ; — 

By those bright glances of thine eye. 

Unless thou pity me, I die ! 

Wlien first those perjured lips of thine, 

Bepalcd with blasting sighs, did seal 
Their violated faith on mine. 

From the soft bosom that did heal 
Thee, thou my melting heart didst steal ; 

My soul, onflamed with thy false breath, 

Poisoned with kisses, sucked in death. 

Yet I nor hand nor lip will move 
Revenge or mercy to procure 
From the offended god of love ; 

My curse is fatal, and my pure 
Love shall beyond thy scorn endure ; 

If I implore the gods, they’ll find 
Thee too ungrateful, me too kind. 

A Pastoral Dialogue. 

Shepherd. Nymph. Chonts. 

• 

Shep This mossy bank they pressed. Nym. That aged oak 
Did canopy the happy pair 

“ All night from the damp air. 

Cho. Here let us sit, and sing the words they spoke. 

Till the day, breaking, their embraces broke. 
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SJiep. See, Love, the brushes of the mom appear, 

And now she hangs her pearly store, 

Robbed from the eastern shore. 

In the cowslip’s bell and roses rare ; 

Sweet, I must stay no longer here ! 

Nym. Those streaks of doubtful light usher not day, 

But show my sun must set ; no morn 
Shall shine till thou return ; 

The yellow planets and the grey 
Dawn shall attend thee on thy way. 
iihep. If thine eyes gild my paths, they may forbear 

Their useless shine. Nym. My tears n-iU quite 
Extinguish their faint light. 

Shop. Those drops will make their beams more clear, 

Love’s flames will shine in every tear. 

Cho. They kissed and wept, and from their lips and eyes. 

In a mixed dew, of briny sweet 
Their joys and sorrows meet ; 

But she cries out Nym. Shepherd, arise, 

The sun betrays us else to spies. 

SJtcp. The winged hours fly fast whilst we embrace 
Bat when we want their help to meet. 

They move with leaden feet 
Nym. Then let us pinion time, and chase 
The day forever from this place. 

Shep. Hark! Nym. Ay me! stay! Shep. Forever: Nym. No- 
arise ! 

We must be gone ! Sliep. My nest of spice ! 

Nym. My soul ! Shep. My Paradise ! 

Cho. Neither could say farewell, but through their eyes 
Grief interrupted speech with tears’ supplies. 

From ‘The Rapture.’ 

Meanwhile the bubbling stream shall court the shore. 

The enamoured chirping wood-choir shall adore 
In varied tunes the deity of Love, 

The gentle blasts of western winds shall move 
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The trembling leaves, and through their close boughs breathe 
Still music, while we rest ourselves beneath 
Their dancing shade, till a soft muraiur, sent 
From souls entranced in amorous languishment, 

Rouse us, and shoot into our veins fresh fire, 

Till we in their sweet extasy expire. 

t 

Daphne hath broke her bark, and that swift foot, 

\Vltich th’ angrj' gods had fastened with a root 
To the fixed earth, doth now unfettered run 
To meet the embraces rf the youthful Sun ; 

She hangs upon him, like his Delphic lyre, 

Her kisses blow the old, and breathe new fire, 

Full of her god, she sings inspired lays. 

Sweet odes of love, such as descn’c the bays 
Which she herself was. Next her, Laura lies 
In Petrarch’s learned arms, drying those eyes, 

That did in such sweet smooth-paced numbers flow 
As made die world enamoured of his woe. 

These, and ten thousand beauties more, that died 

Slave to the tyrant, now, enlarged, deride 

His cancelled laws, and, for their time misspent. 

Pay into Love’s exchequer double rent. 


Epitaph on the Ladv Mary Vileers. 

The Lady Mary Villers lies 
Under this stone ; with weeping eyes 
The parents that first gave her hirth, 
And their sad friends, laid her in earth. 
If any of them, reader, were 
Known unto thee, shed a tear ; 

Or if thyself possess a gem 
As dear to thee as this to them, 

Though a stranger to this place. 

Bewail in theirs thy own hard case. 

For thou, perhaps, at thy return 
May’st find thy darling in an um. 
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Song. 

Would you know what's soft? I dare 
Not bring you to the dorni, or air, 
Nor to stars to show what’s bright, 
Nor to snow to teach you white ; 

Nor, if you would music hear, 

Call the orbs to take your ear ; 

Nor, to please j’oiir sense, bring forth 
Bruisiid nard, or what ’s more worth ; 

Or on food were your thoughts placed. 
Bring you nectar for a taste ; 

Would you have all these in one, 
Name my mistress, and ’tis done! 


The Protestation. 

No more shall meads be decked with flowers. 
Nor sweetness dwell in rosy bowers. 

Nor greenest buds on branches spring. 

Nor warbling birds delight to sing. 

Nor April violets paint the grove, 

If I forsake my Celia’s love. 

The fish shall in the ocean bum. 

And fountains sweet shall bitter turn. 

The humble oak no flood shall know 
When floods shall highest hills o’erflow, 

Black Lethe shall oblivion leave, 

If ere my Celia 1 deceive. 

Love shall his bow and shaft lay by. 

And Venus’ doves want wings to fly, 

The Sun refuse to show his light. 

And day shall then be turned to night, 

And in that night no star appear, 

If once I leave my Celia dear. 
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Love shall no more inhabit earth. 

Nor lovers more shall love for worth, 
Kor joy above in hc.avcn dwell, 

•Nor pain torment poor souls in hell, 
Grim death no more shall horrid prove, 
If ere I leave bright Celia’s love. 


Ix Pn.Msr, or ms MisTRr.ss. 

Yon that will .a ^vonder know, 

Go with me ; 

Two suns in a heaven of snow 
Both burning be, — 

All they fire that do but eye them, 

Yet the snow’s unmcltcd by them. 

Leaves of crimson tulips met 
Guide the way 

Where two pearly rows be set. 

As white .as day; 

When they, part themselves asunder 
She breathes oracles of wonder. 

All this but the casket is 

Which contains 
Such a jewel, as to miss 

Breeds endless pains, — 
That’s her mind, and they that know It 
May admire, but cannot show it. 
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clamour and vexation of political feud. Thus he was preseiv’ed 
from that public riot and constant disturbance of the common- 
wealth which did its best to drown the voice of every poet from 
Carew to Dryden, which drove Crashaw away to madness and 
death, which made harsh the liquid melodies of Milton, which be- 
lied the promise of Davenant and broke the heart of Cowley. From 
all this disturbance and discord Herrick was fortunately free, and 
we may look in vain through his pastoral elegies and jets of 
amorous verse to discover a trace of the frantic times he Jived in. 

The one book which Herrick has bequeathed to us is filled with 
short poems, thrown together without any attempt at arrangement 
either of subject or time of composition. They range between 
odes and epithalamia of five or six pages, and epigrams of a 
single couplet. In preparing the Hesperidcs for the press it would 
seem as though the English poet took for his model the works of 
the Latin epigrammatist Martial. There is, however, a deeper 
resemblance between the two writers than is to be found in the 
mere outward arrangement of their works. The successive editors 
of Herrick have noted what they conceive to be his likeness to 
Catullus, but this is hardly critical. The prominent qualities of 
Herrick’s verse are not passion so much as sensuous reverie, not 
fire so much as light, not the music of the lyre so much as of the 
flute and fiddle. In all these respects he is far enough from 
resembling Catullus, but veiq' near to Martial, who, moreover, 
alone among the Latin poets has that minute picturesqueness of 
detail and delight in the accessories of hie which we admire in 
Herrick. Moreover, it must be fiankly admitted, that in his 
tendency to obscene and unsavouiy jest, and in his radical in- 
delicacy of fancy the English poet follows, happily at a great 
distance, the foulest of the ancients. But Herrick was not in- 
debted solely to Martial or to Catullus ; his imagination was 
steeped in antique literature, and whether he was a Greek scholar 
or no, he contrived to assimilate into his work more of the temper 
of Theocritus and of the lyrists of the Anthologj'' than any English 
writer of the century. The atmosphere is Greek, though we find 
little that shows direct study ; perhaps, with the tact of a poet, he 
extracted the odour and flavour of ancient verse without under- 
standing it verj' well, just as Petrarch, dreaming above the MS. of 
Homer that he could not read, divined the place that Greek was 
destined to take in the revival of culture. 

Herrick was a Pagan and a hedonist, and it was natural that 
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and boasted of being the ‘sons’ of the great tragic master. But 
in temper and bent of mind few writers could naturally have less 
in common than Jonson and Herrick, and it is therefore hot 
surprising that we find but one section of the older poet’s work 
exercising an influence over the younger. How wide and ver- 
satile was the genius of Ben Jonson is but little known to those 
who study him only as a dramatist. His masques, and the beau- 
tiful collection called The Forest, display him to us as one of the 
most graceful and original of lyrists ; and it was at this point that 
Herrick fell under his inspiration. It has been conjectured that 
Herrick first became acquainted with the author of The Alchemist 
on the memorable occasion of the first performance of that 
comedy in 1610, when the young man was in his nineteenth year. 
It was in that same year that Jonson published Oberot, the Fairy 
Prince, a masque peopled by the gay assemblage of fays and 
elves, which Herrick afterwards adopted as his own peculiar 
property, and full of classical allusions and strains of light versi- 
fication in the spirit of the Hespetides. It is here, and in the 
other masques and songs of Jonson, that we must look for the 
immediate inspiration of much that Herrick afterwards adorned, 
intensified, and made his own. 

There is not a sunnier book in the world than the Hesperides. 
To open it is to enter a rich garden on a summer afternoon, and 
to smell the perfume of a wealth of flowers and warm herbs and 
ripening fruits. The poet sings, in short flights of song, of all that 
makes life gay and luxurious, of the freshness of a dewy field, of 
the fecundity and heat of harvest, of the odour and quietude of an 
autumn orchard. All the innocent pastimes of the people find a 
laureate in him, his hluse disdains no circumstance of rural holi- 
day, and is more than ready to accompany him to country wakes 
and races, to the riot of the hay-field and the may-pole, to the 
village bridal and to the crowning of the hock-cart. She presides 
with him at the mixing of a wedding-cake or of a spicy wassail- 
bowl, and lends her presence to the celebration of the humblest rites 
of rural superstition. Herrick has summed up the subject of his 
book verj' neatly in its opening lines — which also form the prelude 
to our present selection. But his verse is not all so objective as 
he pretends ; to the observation of nature and the praise of enjoy- 
ment in others he adds copious reflection on the construction of his 
own mind and body, and discusses his experiences with a charming 
candour. No more garrulous egotist is to be found in literature; 
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The ARGl^^rE^■T of the Hesperides. 

I sing of broots, of blossoms, birds, and boirers, 
Of April, i>Iay, of June, and July-fiowers ; 

I sing of May-poles, hock-caits. wassails, wakes, 
Of bride-grooms, brides, and of their bridal-cakes. 
I v.-rite of Youth, of Love ; — and have access 
By these, to sing of cleanly wantonness ; 

I sing of dews, of rains, and, piece by piece, 

Of balm, of oil, of spice, and ambergris. 

I sing of times trans-shifting ; and I -nrite 
How roses first came red, and lilies white. 

I write of groves, of twilights, and I sing 
The court of Mab, and of the Fair\' King. 

I nTite of Hell ; I sing, and ever shall 
Of Heaven, — and hope to have it after alL 

When he would have his verses RE.m 

In sober mornings, do not thou rehearse 
The holy incantation of a verse ; 

But when that men have both well drunk, and fed. 

Let my enchantments then be sung or read. 
kVhen laurel spirts i' th' fire, and when the hearth 
Smiles to itself, and gilds the roof with mirth ; 

YTien up the ThjTse is raised, and when the sound 
Of sacred orgies, flies around, around ; 

YTien the rose reigns, and locks ■ndth ointments shine, 
Let rigid Cato read these lines of mine. 


CoRiJ.'K.A'S Going a M.4ving. 

Get up, get up for shame ! the blooming mom 
Upon her wings presents the god unshorn. 

See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air: 

Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangling herb and tree. 
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Each flower has wept, and bow’d toward the east. 
Above an hour since ; yet you not drcst, 

Nay! not so much as out of bed? 

TOien all the birds have matins said, 

And sung: their thankful hymns : ’tis sin, 

Nay, profanation, to keep in, — 

Whenas a thousand virgins on this day. 

Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May, 

Rise ; and put on your foliage, and be seen 
To come forth, like the Spring-time, fresh and green, 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels for your gown, or hair: 

Fear not ; the leaves will strew 
Gems in abundance upon you : 

Besides, the childhood of the day has kept. 

Against you come, some orient pearls unwept; 

Come, and receive them while the light 
Hangs on the dew-locks of the night : 

And Titan on the eastern hill 
Retires himself, or else stands still 
Till you come forth. Wash, dress, be brief in praying : 
Few beads are best, when once we go a Maying. 

Come, my Corinna, come ; and coming, mark 
How each field turns a street ; each street a park 
Made green, and trimm’d with trees : see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough 
Or branch : each porch, each door, ere this, 

An ark, a tabernacle is 
Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove ; 

As if here were those cooler shades of lova 
Can such delights be in the street, 

And open fields, and we not see’t? 

Come, we’ll abroad : and let’s obey 
The proclamation made for May : 

.^d sin no more, as we have done, by staying ; 

But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a Majnng. 
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There’s not a budding boy, or girl, this day. 

But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 

A deal of youth, ere this, is come 
Back, and with white-thorn laden home. 

Some have dispatch’d their cakes and cream, 
Before that we have left to dream : 

And some have wept, and woo’d, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth : 
Many a green goti-n has been given ; 

Many a kiss, both odd and even ; 

Many a glance, too, has been sent ■ 

From out the eye, love’s firmament: 

Many a jest told of the keys betraying 

This night, and locks pick’d : — ^yet we’re not a Maying. 

— Come, let us go, while we are in our prime; 

And take the harmless folly of the time 1 
We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty. 

Our life is short ; and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun : — 

And as a vapour, or a drop of rain 
Once lost, can ne’er be found again : 

So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade ; 

All love, all liking, all delight 

Lies drown’d with us in endless night. 

— Then while time serves, and we are but decaying, 
Come, my Corinna I come, let’s go a Maying. 

The Rock of Rubies. 

Some ask’d me where the Rubies grew: 

And nothing I did say, 

But with my finger pointed to 
The lips of Julia. 

Some ask’d how Pearls did grow, and where : 

Then spoke I to my girl. 

To part her Ups, and shew me there 
The quarrelets of PearL 
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CANDLKJfAS Eve. 

Down with the rosemary and bays, 

Down with the misletoe ; 

Instead of holly, now up-raise 
The greener box, for show. 

The holly hitherto did sway; 

Let box now domineer. 

Until the dancing Eastcr-day, 

Or Easter’s eve appear. 

Then youthful box, which now hath grace 
Your houses to renew, 

Grown old, surrender must his place 
Unto the crisped yew. 

When yew is out, then birch comes in. 

And many flowers beside, 

Both of a fresh and fragrant kin, 

To honour Whitsuntide. 

Green rushes then, and sweetest bents, 

With cooler oaken boughs, 

Come in for comely ornaments, 

To re-adom the house. 

Thus times do shift ; each thing his turn does hold ; 

New things succeed, as former things grow old. 

The Night Piece. 

Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee. 

The shooting stars attend thee ; 

And the elves also. 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 

No Will-o’th’-Wis'p mis-light thee. 

Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee ; 

But on, on thy way. 

Not making a stay. 

Since ghost there’s none to affright thee. 
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Let not the dark thee cumber ; 

What though the moon does slumber? 
The stars of the night 
Will lend thee their light, 

Like tapers clear, without number. 

Then; Julia, let me woo thee. 

Thus, thus to come unto me ; 

And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet. 

My soul 111 pour into thee. 

To THE Virgins. 

Gather ye rose-buds while ye may: 

Old Time is still a-flying ; 

^d this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the Sun, 
The higher he’s a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run. 

And nearer he’s to setting. 

That age is best, which is the first, 

When youth and blood are warmer ; 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 

— Then be not coy, but use your time, 
And while ye may, go marry ; 

For having lost but once your prim^ 

You may for ever tarry. 

To Blossoms. 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree, 

Why do ye fall so fast? 

Your date is not so past, 

But you may stay yet here a-whil^ 

To blush and gently smile ; 

And go at last. 
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\\Tiat, were ye bom to be 
An hour or halPs delight ; 

And so to bid good-night ? 

’Twas pity Nature brought ye forth, ■ - - 
Merely to show your worth, 

And lose you quite. 

But you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, tliough ne’er so brave : 

And after they have shown their pride, 
Like you, a-while, — they glide 
Into the grave. 

To Primroses filled with Morning Dew, 

■^Tiy do ye weep, sweet babes? can tears 
Speak grief in you. 

Who wore but bom 
Just as the modest mom 
Teem’d her refreshing dew? 

Alas, you have not known that shower 
That mars a flower, 

Nor felt th’ unkind 
Breath of a blasting wind, 

Nor are ye worn with years } 

Or warp’d as we. 

Who think it strange to see, 

Such pretty flowers, like to orphans young. 

To speak by tears, before ye have a tongue. 

Speak, whimp’ring younglings, and make known 
The reason why 
Ye droop and weep ; 

Is it for want of sleep, 

Or childish lullaby? 

Or that ye have not seen as yet 
The wolet? 

Or brought a kiss 
From that Sweet-heart, to this? 

• — No, no, this sorrow shown 
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By your tears shed, 

Would have this lecture read, 

That things of greatest, so of meanest worth, 
Conceived with grief ar^ and with tears brought forth. 

To Daffadils. 

Fair Daffadils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon ; 

As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attain’d his noon. 

Stay, staj', 

Until the hasting day 
Has run 

But to the even-song; 

And, having pray’d together, we 

Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay, as yoa; 

•We have as short a spring; 

As quick a growth to meet decay, 

As you, or any thing. 

We die 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 

Like to the summer’s rain ; 

Or as the pearls of morning's dew. 

Ne’er to be found again. 

To Me-ADOWS. 

Ye have been fresh and green, 

Ye have been fill’d with flowers ; 

And ye the walks have been 

%\Tiere maids have spent their hours. 

You have beheld how they 
With wicker arks did come, 

To kiss and bear an-ay 
The richer cowslips home. 
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You’ve heard them sweetly sing, 
And seen them in a round; 

Each virgin, like a spring, 

With honeysuckles crown’d. 

But now, we see none here, 
Whose silvery feet did tread, 

And with dishevell’d hair 
Adorn’d this smoother mead. 

Like unthrifts, having spent 
Your stock, and needy grown. 

You’re left here to lament 
Your poor estates alone. 


A Thanksgiving to God. 

Lord, thou hast given me a cell. 

Wherein to dwell ; 

.A little house, whose humble roof 
Is weather proof ; 

Under the spars of which I lie 
Both soft and dry ; 

Where thou, my chamber for to ward, 
Hast set a guard 

Of harmless thoughts, to watch and keep 
Me, while I sleep. 

Low is my porch, as is my fate ; 

Both void of state ; 

And yet the threshold of my door 
Is worn by th’ poor, 

Who thither come, and freely get 
Good words, or meat 

Like as my parlour, so my hall 
And kitchen's small ; 

A little buttery, and therein 
A little bin, 

\Wiicli keeps my little loaf of bread 
Unchipt, unflead ; 




TJIE ENGLISH POETS. 


138 


Some brittle sticks of thorn or briar 
Make me a fire, 

Close by whose living coal I sit, 

And glow like it. 

Lord, I confess too, when I dine, 

The pulse is thine. 

And all those other bits that be 

There placed by thee ; 

The worts, the piirslain, and the mess 
Of water-cress, 

AVhich of thy kindness thou hast sent ; 

And my content 

Makes those, and my beloved beet, 

To be more sweet. 

Tis thou that crown’st my glittering hearth 
With guiltless mirth. 

And giv’st me wassail bowls to drink, 
Spiced to the brink. 

Lord, ’tis thy plenty-dropping hand 
That soils my land. 

And giv’st me, for my bushel so\vn, 

Twice ten for one ; 

Thou mak’st my teeming hen to lay 
Her egg each day ; 

Besides, my healthful ewes to bear 
Me twins each year ; 

The while the conduits of my kine 
Run cream, for wine : 

All these, and better, thou dost send 
Me, to this end, — 

That I should render, lor my part, 

A thankful heart ; 

Which, fired with incense, I resign, 

As wholly thine ; 

—But the acceptance, that must be, 

My Christ, by Thee. 
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Next, when I cast mine' eyes, and see 
That brave yilV.ation' each way free; 

0 how that glitjcring taketh mei 

Delight in Disorder. 

A sweet disorder in the dress 
Kindles in clothes a wantonness ; 

A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction ; 

An emng lace, which here and there 
Enthrals the crimson stomaclier ; 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbons to flow confusedly ; 

A winning wave, deserving note, 

In the tempestuous petticoat ; 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 

1 see a wild civility; — 

Do more bewitch me, than when art 
Is too precise in every part 


Art above Nature. 

When I behold a forest spread 
With silken trees upon thy head ; 
And when I see that other dress 
Of flowers set in comeliness ; 

When I behold another grace 
In the ascent of oirious lace, 

Which, like a pinnacle, doth shew 
The top, and the top-gallant too ; 
Then, when I see thy tresses bound 
Into an oval, square, or round. 

And knit in knots far more than I 
Can tell by tongue, or True-love tie; 
Next, when those lanmy films I see 
Play with a wild civility ; 
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Bid that , heart stay, and it will stay 
To honour thy decree ; 

Or bid it languish quite away, 

And’t shall do so for thee. 

Bid me to weep, and I will weep. 

While I have eyes to see ; 

And having none, yet I will keep 
A heart to weep for thee. 

Bid me despair, and I’ll despair. 

Under that cypress tree ; 

Or bid me die, and I will dare 
E’en death, to die for thee. 

— ^Thou art my life, my love, my heart, 

The very eyes of me ; 

And hast command of every part. 

To live and die for thee. 

To Anthea. 

Now is the time when all the lights wax dim ; 

And thou, Anthea, must withdraw from him 
Who was thy servant : Dearest, bury me 
Under that holy-oak, or gospel-tree ; 

Where, though thou sce’st not, thou may’st think upon 
Me, when thou yearly go’st procession ; 

Or, for mine honour, lay me in that tomb 
In which thy sacred reliques shall have room ; 

For my embalming, Sweetest, there will be 
No spices wanting, when I’m laid by thee. 

To Perilla. 

Ah, my Perillal dost thou grieve to sec 
Me, day by day, to steal away from thee? 

Age calls me hence, and my gray hairs bid come. 

And haste away to mine eternal home ; 

’Twill not be long, Perilla, after tills, 

That I must give thee the supremest kiss : — 
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To Robin Red-breast. 

Laid out for dead, let thy last kindness be 
With leaves and moss-work for to cover me ; 

And while the wood-nymphs my cold corpse inter, 
Sing thou my dirge, sweet-warbling chorister 1 
Tor epitaph, in foliage, next ivrite this : 

Here^ here the tomb of Robin Herrick is I 


To THE Lark. 

Good speed, for I this day 
Betimes my matins say, 
Because I do 
Begin to woo, 

Sweet singing Lark, 

Be thou the clerk, 

And know thy when 
To say Amen. 

And if I prove 
Blest in my love, 

Then thou shalt be 
High Priest to me, 

At my return 
To incense bum, 

And so to solemnise 
Love’s and my sacrifice. 


To THE Rose, 
Song. 

Go, happy Rose, and interwove 
With other flowers, bind my Love. 
Tell her, too, she must not be 
Longer flowing, longer free. 
That so oft has fetter’d me. 

I. 
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Say, if she ’s fretful, I have bands 
Of pearl and gold, to bind her hands ; 
Tell her, if she struggle still, 

I have myrtle rods at will, 

For to tame, though not to kill. 

Take thou my blessing thus, and go 
And tell her this, — but do not so ! — 
Lest a handsome anger fly 
Like a lightning from her eye. 

And bum thee up, as well as I ! 


The Bag of the Bee. 

About the sweet bag of a bee 
Two Cupids fell at odds ; 

And whose the pretty prize should be 
They vow’d to ask the Gods, 

Which Venus hearing, thither came, 

And for their boldness stript them ; 

And taking thence from each his flame, 
With rods of myrtle whipt them. 

Which done, to still their wanton cries, 
When quiet grown she’d seen them, 

She kiss’d and wiped their dove-like eyes. 
And gave the bag between them. 


To THE Duke of York. 

May his pretty Duke-ship grow 
Like to a rose of Jericho, 

Sweeter far than ever yet 
Showers or sunshine could beget ; 
May the Graces and the Hours 
Strew his hopes and him with flowers 
And so dress him up with love 
As to be the chick of Jove; 
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WTien the passing-bell doth toll, 

And the furies in a shoal 
Come to fright a parting soul, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me I 

When the tapers now burn blue, 

And the comforters are few. 

And that number more than true, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When the priest his last hath pray’d. 
And I nod to what is said, 

’Cause my speech is now decay’d, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When, God knows, I’m tost about. 
Either with despair or doubt ; 

Yet, before the glass be out. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me! 

When the tempter me pursu’th 
With the sins of all my youth, 

And half damns me with untruth, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me I 

WTien the flames and hellish cries 
Fright mine ears, and fright mine eyes, 
And all terrors me surprise, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me 1 

When the Judgment is reveal’d, 

And that open’d which was seal’d; 
When to Thee I have appeal’d, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me I 

Grace for a Child. 

Here, a little child, I stand. 

Heaving up my either hand : 

Cold as paddocks though they be, 
Here I lift them up to thee, 

For a benison to fall 

On our meat, and on our all. Amen. 
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The Dirge of Jephthah’s Daughter. 

O thou, the wonder of all days ! 

O paragon, and pearl of praise 1 
O Virgin-martyr, ever blest 

Above the rest 

Of all the maiden-train 1 We come, 

And bring fresh strenings to thy tomb. 

Thus, thus, and thus, we compass round 
Thy harmless and unhaunted ground ; 

And as we sing thy dirge, we will 
The daffadil. 

And other flowers, lay upon 
The altar of our love, thy stone. 

Thou wonder of all maids, liest here, 

Of daughters all, the dearest dear ; 

The eye of virgins ; nay, the queen 
Of this smooth green, 

And all sweet meads, from whence we get 
The primrose and the violet 

Too soon, too dear did Jephthah buy, 

By thy sad loss, our liberty; 

His was the bond and covenant, yet 
Thou paid’st the debt ; 
Lamented Maid! he won the day: 

But for the conquest thou didst pay. 

Thy father brought with him along 
The olive branch and victor’s song ; 

He slew the Ammonites, we know, 

But to thy woe ; 

And in the purchase of our peace. 

The cure was worse than the disease. 
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For which obedient 2eal of thine, 

We offer Jierc, before thy shrine, 

Our sighs for storax, tears for wine ; 

And to make fine 

And fresh thy hearse-cloth, we will here 
Four times bestrew thee every year. 

Receive, for this thy praise, our tears ; 
Receive this offering of our hairs ; 

Receive .these crystal vials, fill'd 
With tears, distill’d 

From teeming eyes ; to these we bring, 
Each maid, her silver filleting. 

To gild thy tomb ; besides, these cauls, 
These laces, ribbons, and these falls, 

These veils, wherewith we use to hide 
The bashful bride, 

When we conduct her to her groom' ; 

All, all we lay upon thy tomb. 

No more, no more, since thou art dead, 
Shall we e’er bring coy brides to bed; 

No more, at ye.arly festivals, 

We, cowslip balls. 

Or chains of columbines shall make. 

For this or that occasion’s sake. 

No, no ; our maiden pleasures be 
Wrapt in the winding-sheet with thee ; 

'Tis we are dead, though not i’ tb’ grave; 

» Or if we have 

One seed of life left, ’tis to keep 
A Lent for thee, to fast and weep. 

Sleep in thy peace, thy bed of spice. 

And make this place all paradise ; 

May sweets groiv here, and smoke from hence 
Fat frankincense ; 

Let balm and cassia send their scent 
From out thy maiden-monument 
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May no wolf howl, or screech owl stir 
A wing about thy sepulchre ! 

No boisterous winds or storms come hither, 

To starve or wither 

Thy soft sweet earth ; but, like a spring, 

Love keep it ever flourishing. 

May all shy maids, at wonted hours, 

Come forth to strew thy tomb with flowers • 

May virgins, when they come to mourn. 

Male-incense bum 
Upon thine altar ; then return, 

And leave thee sleeping in thy um. 


Ode to Endymion Porter. 

Not all thy flushing suns are set, 

Herrick, as yet ; 

Nor doth this far-dra\vn hemisphere 

FroAvn and look sullen everywhere; 

Days may conclude in nights, and suns may rest 
As dead within the West, 

Yet the next morn regild the fragrant East. 

Alas 1 for me 1 that I have lost 
E’en all, almost ! 

Sunk is my sight, set is my sun, 

And all the loom of life undone ; 

The staff, the elm, the prop, the sheltering wall 
Whereon my vine did crawl, 

Now, now blown down ; needs must the old stock fall 

Yet, Porter, while thou keep’st alive, 

In death I thrive, 

And like a Phoenix re-aspire 

From out my nard and funeral fire, 

And as I prime my feathered youth, so I 
Do maia'ell how I could die 
When I had thee, my chief preserver, by. 
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I’m up, I’m up, and bless that hand, 
'i^Tiich makes me stand 
Now as I do, and, but for thee, 

' I must confess, I could not be ; 

The debt is paid, for he who doth resign 
Thanks to the generous Vine, 
Imdtes fresh grapes to fill his press with wine. 

. What Love is. 

Love is a circle, that doth restless move 
In the same sweet eternity of Love, 

Upon Prew his jSIaid, 

In this little um is laid 
Prewdence Baldnin, once my maid. 
From whose happy spark here let 
Spring the purple violet. 

The White Island. 

In this world, the Isle of Dreams, 

WTiile we sit by sorrow’s streams. 

Tears and terrors are our themes. 
Reciting : 

But when once from hence we fly, 
hi ore and more approaching nigh 
Unto j'oung eternity. 

Uniting 

In that whiter Island, where 
Things are evermore sincere ; 

Candour here, and lustre ther^ 

Delighting : — 

There no monstrous fandes shall 
Out of hell an horror call, 

To create, or cause at all 
Affrighting. 
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There, in calm and cooling sleep, 

We our eyes shall never stci p, 

But eternal watch shall keep, 
Attending 

Pleasures- such as shall pursue 
Me immortalized, and you ; 

And fresh joys, as never too 
Have ending. 

Music. 

Charm me asleep, and melt me so 
With thy delicious numbers, 

That being ravish’d, hence I go 
Away in easy slumbers. 

Ease my sick head, 

And make my bed, 

Thou Power that canst sever 
From me this ill ; — 

And quickly still. 

Though thou not kill 
My fever. 

Thou sweetly canst convert the same 
From a consuming fire. 

Into a gentle-licking flame. 

And make it thus expire. 

Then make me weep 
My pains asleep. 

And give me such reposes, 

That I, poor I, 

May think, thereby, 

I live and die 
’Mongst roses. 

Fall on me like a silent dew. 

Or like those maiden showers. 
Which, by the peep of day, do strew 
A baptism o'er the flowers.- 
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Meltj melt my pains 
With thy soft strains ; 
That having ease me given, 
With full delight, 

I leave this light, 

And take my flight 
For Heaven. 


Oberon's Feast. 

Shapcot ! to thee the Fair)' State 
I with discretion dedicate . 

Because thou prizest things that are 
Curious and unfamiliar, 

Take first the feast ; these dishes gone. 
We ’ll see the Fairy-court anon. 

A little mushroom-table spread, 

After short prayers, they set on bread, 
A moon-parch’d grain of purest wheat, 
With some small glitt’ring grit, to eat 
His choice bits with; then in a trice 
They make a feast less great than nica 
But ail this while his eye is served, 

We must not think his ear was starved ; 
But that there was in place to stir 
His spleen, the chirring grasshopper, 

The merry cricket, puling fly, 

The piping gnat for minstrelsy. 

And now, we must imagine first, 

The elves present, to quench his thirs^ 

A pure seed-pearl of infant dew, 

Brought and besweeten’d in a blue 
And pregnant violet ; which done, 

His Idtling eyes begin to run 

Quite through the table, where he spies 

The horns of papery butterflies, 

Of which he eats ; and tastes a little 
Of that we call the cuckoo's spittle ; 
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A little fuz-ball pudding stands 
By, yet not blessid by his hands, 

That was too coarse ; but then forthwith 
He ventures boldly on the pith 
Of sugar’d rush, and eats tlie sagge 
And well-bestrutted bees’ sweet bag ; 
Gladding his palate with some store 
Of emmet’s eggs ; what would he more ? 

But beards of mice, a newt’s stew’d thigh, 

A bloated earwig, and a fly; 

With the red-capt worm, that’s shut 
Within tlie concave of a nut. 

Brown as his tooth. A little moth, 

Late fatten’d in a piece of cloth ; 

With wither’d cherries, mandrakes’ ears, 
hides’ eyes : to these the slain stag’s tears ; 
The unctuous dew-laps of a snail, 

The broke-heart of a nightingale 
O’ercome in music; with a wine 
Ne’er radsh’d from the flattering vine, 

But gently prest from the soft side 
Of the most sweet and dainty bride, 

Brought in a dainty daisj', which 
He fully quaffs up, to bewitch 
His blood to height ; this done, commended 
Grace by his priest ; The feast is ended. 

To Phillis. 

Live, live with me, and thou shalt see 
The pleasures I’ll prepare for thee: 
hVhat sweets the country can afford 
Shall bless thy bed, and bless thy board. 

The soft sweet moss shall be thy bed. 

With crawling woodbine over-spread : 

By which the silver-shedding streams 
Shall gently melt thee into dreams. 

Thy clothing next, shall be a gown 
. Made of the fleeces’ purest dowTi. 
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The tongues of kids shall be thy meat ; 
Their milk thy drink ; and thou shalt eat 
The paste of filberts for thy bread 
With cream of cowslips buttered: 

Thy feasting-table shall be hills 
With daisies spread, and daffadils ; 

^^^lere thou shalt sit, and Red-breast by. 
For meat, shall give thee melody. 

1 ’ll give thee chains and carcanets 
Of primroses and violets. 

A bag and bottle thou shalt have. 

That richly wrought, and this as brave; 
So that as either shall express 
The wearer’s no mean shepherdess. 

At shearing-times, and yearly wakes. 

When Themilis his pastime makes, 

There thou shall be ; and be the \rit, 

Nay more, the feast, and grace of it. 

On holydays, when virgins meet 
To dance the heys with nimble feet. 

Thou shalt come forth, and then appear 
The Queen of Roses for that year. 

And having danced (’bove all the best) 
Carry the garland from the rest. 

In wicker-baskets maids shall bring 
To thee, my dearest shepherdling. 

The blushing apple, bashful pear. 

And shame-faced plum, all simp'ring there. 
Walk ia the groves, and thou shalt find 
The name of Phillis in the rind 
Of every straight and smooth-skin tree; 
WTiere kissing that. I’ll twice kiss thee. 

To thee a sheep-hook I will send, 
Be-prank’d with ribbeands, to this end. 

This, this alluring hook might be 
Less for to catch a sheep, than me. 

Thou shall have possets, wassails fine, 

Not made of ale, but spiced wine ; 

To make thy maids and self free mirth, 
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H ^BivGTox was born at Hindlio Hall, near "Worcester, in i 6 o~f 
and died 1654. His Collars alone preserres his name from oblivion, but he 
also wrote a tragi-comedy entitled The Queens of Arragon, acted in r640, 
and completed a Hislory cf Edtuard IT, which had been set in hand bv his 
father. The first edition of Caslara was published in 1634, the second in 
16351 !tnd the third, enlarged and in the form in which we now possess the 
poems, in 1640. The poems have been reprinted by Chalmers in iSio, 
Gntch in 1S12, Mr. Arber in 1S70.] 

The centre alike of Habington’s life and of his poetrj' is the lady 
whom he has sung under the fanciful name of Castara. She was 
Lucj'j daughter of Willianr, Lord Powis., rather above her lover in 
rank and wealth, as his own verses plainly show, but, as is not less 
obvnous, at no time indifferent to his courtship. MTiat obstacles 
were interposed by her parents and relatives yielded to their 
mutual constancy, and Habington was allowed to carry’^ off his 
bride to his country'-house at Hindlip, in Worcestershire, a house 
which, as he tells her, 

'doth not w.unt extent 
Of roome, (though not magnificent) 

To give free welcome to content.’ 

There they seem to have lived a happy equable life together. 
Habington devotes as many of his poems to his wife, a.s to his 
mistress, and in them reaches a higher level of poetic accomplish- 
ment than he elsewhere attains. It is pleasant to contemplate the 
happy course of this pure and honourable affection, and it is 
impossible not to feel a kind of likmg for so constant a wooer, so 
good a friend, and so upright a man. We must not complain if, 
like Evelyn, Habington seems to have gone through the Civil 
War without taking a decided part one way or the other. The 
man was nc hero, nor bom to shine in public life. What political 
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sympathies his writings reveal were strongly Royalist ; he himself 
came of an old Catholic stock, and was educated at St. Omer ; 
and we may be sure that as far as he took any side at all, he took 
part against those whom he would regard as rebels and schisma- 
tics. Habington — as revealed to us by his own verses — was some- 
thing of a dreamer, something of an ascetic, something even of a 
bigot. His was just the sort of life and character which could live 
through, as not of them, the din and turmoil and passion of those 
stirring years. He was not of those who are great among the 
sons of men ; nevertheless the interest that his work arouses is 
likely rather to increase than diminish, for though narrow in scope 
it is intense in feeling, and though in parts feeble and one-sided, 
it is as a whole made vital by the impress of a distinct and 
original personality. 

It is not altogether easy to gather from Habington’s poems in 
what relation he stood to previous or contemporary singers. The 
one indubitable fact is his devotion to Sidney, a sentiment he 
shares in common with 'all the poets of that time, on whom the 
Astrophel and Stella sonnets made the most marked impression. 
Of his few references to other poets the first occurs in a poetical 
account of his own youthful years, which he gives in Tlie Holy 
Man\— 

‘Grown elder I admired 
Our poets, as from Hesivcn inspired; 

What obelisks decreed I fit 
For Spenser’s art and Sjdncy’s will 
But waxing sober, soon I found 
Fame but an idle sound.’ 

Another mention of Sidney occurs in a sonnet commemorating 
Ovid’s Corinna and Petrarch’s Laura — 

‘while our famous Thames 
Doth whisper Sidney’s Stella to her streams.’ 

There are also two passing mentions of Drayton and Spenser, and 
an interesting allusion to ‘ Chapman’s reverend ashes ’ lying ‘ rudely 
mingled in the vulgar dust.’ There are no allusions to such poets 
as Herbert, whose genius was m some respects akin to his own, 
but this is easily explained by the difference between the two men’s 
religious opinions. 

Cas/ara is divided into three, by some editors into four parts. 
Tliero are at any rate four distinct themes — the Mistress, the Wife, 
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Hie Friend, and the Holy Man. It is by his love verses that 
Habington is best known, though some of his most powerful and 
deeply-felt work is to be found in the other sections. A feature 
which strikes the reader of these verses is their almost exaggerated 
purity of tone. Habington is never tired of assuring us of the 
cliastity of his affection, and the reader wearies of the monotony 
of assertions which might very well be taken for granted- In one 
passage he says scornfully of other poets—" 

‘You who arc earth and cannot rise 
Above your sense, 

ISoasting the envied weaitn which lies 
Bright in your mistress’ lips or eyes. 

Betray a pitied eloquence.’ 

It is only fair however to say that, all deductions made, Habington’s 
love poems are often sweet and tunable enough, and show real 
warmth of feeling and delicacy of sentiment. The verses on his 
friend and kinsman Talbot, a nephew of the Earl of Shrewsbury, 
who died young, also contain some fine passages ; but more charac- 
teristic and less agreeable features of the writer’s mind come out in 
The Holy Man. There are some e.xceedingly powerful and sombre 
verses in this collection, but the tone of them is more than Catholic ; 
in parts is revealed an almost Calvinistic relentlessness of bigotry. 
Habington speaks, as in duty bound, as a good Catholic, and 
assumes that the Holy Man is necessarily of his own creed. 

‘ Catholique faith is the foundation on which he erects religion ; 
knowing it a ruinous madnesse to build in the ayre of a private 
spirit or on the sands of any new schisme.’ This is as it should 
be ; one admires him for his sturdy maintenance of unpopular 
opinions ; but it is not easy equally to sympathise with his de- 
scription of his God, who ‘ without passion didst provide to punish 
treason racks and death in hell,’ and who 

• when he as your judge appears 
In vain you’ll tremble and lament, 

And hope to soften him with teares, 

To no advantage penitent.’ 

But gloomy as his theology may be, it is yet the natural outcome 
of that intense and narrow spirit, and some of the lines in this 
section have a searching penetrating power such as is not often 
found in Herbert or other religious poets more widely famous. 
Habington is terribly in earnest ; he has forgotten his love for his 



IVILUAM JIAniXGTOy. 


i6i 


mistress anti his friend ; as he draws on in life the ascetic element 
which betrayed itself in him from tlie first, gains in strength, he 
throws this life scornfully behind him, and his thoughts fasten 
themselves more and more exclusively upon death and immor- 
tality. 

From n purely litcrarj’ point of view, Habington only rarely 
reaches high water mark in poetry. There arc no glaring faults 
in his verse, and few conceits. Tlic m.iss of his work is fluent, 
ingenious, tolerable poetry. It docs not often .attain to the inner 
music which c.m only proceed from a born singer, or to thcfl.awlcss 
expression of a noble thought. Perfect literary tact Habington 
docs not possess ; he will follow up a fine stanra with a lame and 
halting one, apparently wiiliout sense of the incongruity- It 
t.ikcs a strong/w/ur ^eticus to uplift him wholly, and keep him at 
a high level throughout an entire poem, however short. He c.vcels 
greatly sometimes in single lines or couplets. He now and then 
surprises us with expressions like ‘the weeping magic of my 
verse’; or so sonorous a line as 

•and keep 

Stray M honour in the true magmfictse way ' ; 

or a delicious commencement of a poem which falls off as it 
proceeds, such as • 

•^Yhcrc deepe, the north wind when the south inspires 
Life in the spring, and gathers into quires 
The scattered nightingales'; 

or a strange and impressive thought like that comparison of virtue, 
which, lost to the world by his friend Talbot’s death, only lives 
still in some solitary hermit’s cell — 

• So 'mid the ice of the far northern sea 
A stir about the arctic circle may 
Than ours yield clearer light, yet that but shall 
Serve at the frozen pilot’s funeral.’ 

It is quite consistent with this that the couplets which terminate 
a poem are with him sometimes extraordinarily vigorous and 
happy. In more than one ease this line or couplet consti- 
tutes the entire value of the poem. Take this, for instance : — 

‘And thus there will be left no bird to sing 
Farewell to the waters, welcome to the spring’ ; 

or this — 

‘All her vows religious be 
And her love she vows to me'; 
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or this — 

'B~t virtccrns love is ere street eraless fee;’ 

or this — 

'The bed rnen's cesSi is horror; bet the jnst 
Keeps something of his glory in his dust.' 

But his inadequate 'sense of poetic form does not allow him often 
to attain to a perfect whole. He is too fond of awkward elisions, 
and endeavours to force more into a line than it will fairly hold. 
His sonnets, one or two of which rank among the best eftbrts, are 
formally speaking, not sonnets at all, but strings of seven rht-ming 
couplets. He does not sufficiently know, he has not sufficiently 
labo'ured at, the technical business of his art. ‘Quoi qu’pn en 
puisse dire, la pofsie est un art qui s'apprend, qui a ses me'thodes, 
ses formules, ses arcanes, son centre point et son travail har- 
monique. Lunspiradon doit trouver sous ses mains mi davier 
parfaitement juste, auquel ne manque aucune corde.' Habington 
is one of the many English poets whose imperfect reah'satioa of 
this aspect of the truth has left their achievement inferior to 
their talent 
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To Roses ix the Bosom of Castara. 

Ye blushing virgins happy are 
In the chaste nunnery of her breasts. 

For he 'd profane so chaste a fair, 

YTio e’er should call them Cupid's nests. 

Transphinted thus hon- bright ye grow, 

Hon- rich a perfume do ye j-ield ? 

In some close garden cotvslips so 
Axe sn-eeter than i’ th' open field. 

In those rrhite cloisters live secure 
From the rude blasts of rranton breath. 

Each ho-ar more innocent and pure. 

Till \-o-a shall wither into death. 

Then that which living gave you room 
Your glorious sepulchre shall be; 

There wants no marble for a tomb, 

Y'hose breast has marble been to me. 

To Cupid, upox .a Dimple ix Caxtaka's cheek, 

Ximhie boy, in tby warm Sight 
What cold tjTant dimmed thy sight? 

Had'st thou ej-es to see my fair, 

Tho-j wo-ald'st sigh thyse’f to air. 

Fearing, to create this one, 

Kature had herself undone 
But if you, when this j-oa hear. 

Fall dov.-n m-urdered through your ear. 

Beg of Jove that you may have 
In her cheek a dimpled grave, 
lily, rose, and violet 
Shall the perfumed hearse beset ; 

While a beauteous sheet of lawn 
O'er the wanton corpse is drau-n ; 

And all lovers use this breath ; 

•Here lies Cupid blest in death.’ 

M 2 
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The Descriptiox of Castara. 

Like the t’iolet Ti-hich alone 
Prospers in some happy shade ; 
jily Castara lives unknomij 
To no looser eye betraj-ed. 

For slices to her self iintnre. 

Who delights i’ th‘ public \ien-. 

Such is her beauty as no arts 
Have enriched ivith borrojved grace ; 
Her high birth no pride imparts, 

For she blushes in her place. 

Folly boasts a glorious blood. 

She is noblest, being good. 

Cautious, she knew never yet 
\Miat a wanton courtship meant ; 

Hor speaks loud to boast her wil, 

In her silence eloquent : 

Of her self survey she t.akcs 

But 'tween men no diuercnce makes. 

She obeys with speedy will 
H cr grave parents' wise commands ; 

And so innocent that ill 
She nor acts nor underst.ands ; 

^\'omcn’s feet run stilt astray 
If once to ill they know the v.ay. 


She sails by that rock, the court. 
Where oft honour splits her in.asi ; 
And retircdncss thinks the port, 
V\'hcrc her fame may anchor cast : 
Virtue safely cannot sit. 

Where vice is enthroned for uit. 
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She holds that day’s pleasure best 
Wlicrc sin waits not on delight ; 
Without mask, or ball, or feast, 

Sweetly spends a winlcr's night : 

O’er that darkness, whence is thrust 
Prayer and sleep, oft governs lust. 

She her throne makes reason climb, 
While nild passions captive lie; 

And each article of time 

Her pure thoughts to Heaven fly: 

All her vows religious be, 

And her love she vows to me. 


To CASTARA, IN' A TRVN'Cf. 

Forsake me not so soon ; Castara. stay, 

And as 1 break the prison of my clay 
I ’ll fill the canvas with my c.xpiring brcr.'h. 

And sail with thee o’er the vast main of I catk 
Some chcrubin thus, as we pass, shall play; 

‘Go, happy twins of love!’ — the courteous sea 

Shall smooth her wrinkled brow ; the winds shall sleep. 

Or only whisper music to the deep ; 

Every ungentle rock shall melt away. 

The sirens sing to ple.asc, not to betray ; 

The indulgent sky shall smile ; each starry quire 
Contend, which shall afford the brighter fire. 

Wiile Love, the pilot, steers his course so even 
Ne’er to cast anchor till we reach at Heaven. 


To Castara, upon the Death of a Lauv. 

Castara weep not, tho’ her tomb appear 
Sometime thy grief to answer with a tcir: 

The marble will but wanton with thy woe 
Death is the sea, and we like rivers flow 
To lose ourselves in the insatiate main, 

Whence rivers may, she ne’er, return again. 



i66 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


Nor grieve this crystal stream so soon did fall 
Into the ocean ; since she perfum’d aU 
The banks she past, so that each neighbour field 
Did sweet flowers cherish’d by her watering yield. 
Which now adorn her hearse. The violet there 
On her pale cheek doth the sad livery wear, 

Which Heaven’s compassion gave her : and since she 
’Cause clothed in purple, can no mourner be. 

As incense to tlie tomb she gives her breath. 

And fading on her lady waits in death : 

Such office the .Egyptian handmaids did 
Great Cleopatra, when she dying chid 
The asp’s slow venom, trembling she should be 
By fate robb'd even of that black victory. 

The flowers instruct our sorrows. Come, then, all 
Ye beauties, to true beautj-’s funeral, 

And with her to increase death’s pomp, decay. 

Since the supporting fabric of your clay 
Is fallen, how can ye stand? How can the night 
Show stars, when Fate puts out the daj'’s great light? 


Against them who uvy Unxhastity to the 
Sex of Wo.me.x. 

They meet but with imwholesome springs, 

And summers which infectious are ; 

They hear but when the mermaid sings. 

And only see the falling star. 

Who ever dare 

Affirm no woman chaste and fair. 

Go, cure your fevers; and you’ll say 
The dog-days scorch not all the year; 

In copper mines no longer stay, 

But tiavel to the west, and there 
The right ones see. 

And grant all gold’s not alchemy. 
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What madman, ’cause the glow-worm’s flame 
Is cold, swears there ’s no warmth in fire ? 
’C.ause some make forfeit of their name. 

And slave themselves to man’s desire. 

Shall the sex, free 

From guilt, damn’d to the bondage be? 

Nor grieve, Castara, though t’were frail ; 

Thy virtue then would brighter shine, • 
When thy example should prevail, 

And everj’ woman’s faith be thine : 

And were there none, 

•Tis majesty to rule alone. 


To Castara. Of true delight. 

Why doth the car so tempt the voice 
That cunningly divides the air ? 

Why doth the palate buy the choice 
Delights o’ th’ sea, to enrich her fare ? 

As soon as I my ear obey, 

The echo’s lost even with the breath ; 
And when the sewer takes away, 

I’m left with no more taste than death. 

Be curious in pursuit of eyes 
To procreate new loves with thine ; 
Satiety makes sense despise 
What superstition thought divine. 

Quick fancy ! how it mocks delight ! 

As we conceive, things are not such ; 
The glowworm is as warm as bright, 
Till the deceitful flame we touch. 

When 1 have sold my heart to lust. 
And bought repentance with a kiss ; 

I find the malice of my dust, 

That told me hell contained a bliss. 
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The rose yields her sweet blandishment 
Lost }T> the foM of Covers' wreaths ; 

The violet enchants the scent, 

When early in the spring she breathes. 

But winter comes, and makes each flowei 
Shrink from the pillow where it grows ; 
Or an intruding cold hath power 
To -scorn the perfume of the rose. 

Our senses, like false glasses, show 
Smooth beauty, where brows wrinkled are, 
And makes the cozen’d fancy glow ; 

Chaste virtue’s only true and fair. 


Nox NOCTI INDICAT SClENTIAM. 

^Vhen I survey the bright 
Celestial sphere; 

So rich with jewels hung, that night 
Qoth like an Ethiop bride appear; 

My soul her wings doth spread 
And heaven-ward flies. 

The Almighty’s mysteries to read 
In the large volumes of the skies. 

For the bright firmament 
Shoots forth no flame 
So silent, but is eloquent 
In speaking the Creator’s name. 

No unregarded star 
Contracts its light, 

Into so small a character, 

Remov’d far from our human sight, 

But if we steadfast look 
We shall discern 
In it as in some holy book, 

How man may heavenly knowledge learn. 
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It tells the conqueror, 

That far-stretched power, 

Which his proud dangers traffic for, 
Is but the triumph of an hour. 

That from the farthest north 
Some nation may 
Yet undiscovered issue forth, 

And o’er his ne^Y got conquest sway. 

Some nation yet shut in 
With hills of ice, 

May be let out to scourge his sin. 
Till they shall equal him in vice. 

And then they likewise shall 
Their ruin have; 

For as yourselves your empires fall. 
And every kingdom hath a grave. 

Thus those celestial fires. 

Though seeming mute. 

The fallacy of our desires 
And all the pride of life, confute. 

For they have watched since first 
The world bad birth : 

And found sin in itself accursed. 

And nothing permanent on earth. 




SIR JOHN SUCKLING. 


[SucKtnfG v^'as bom at Twickenbam in 1 608-5, committed suicide in 

Paris in 1642. He published during his life-time the diama of Aglaura in 
163S and the Sallad of a Wedding in 1640. His other works were first 
collected posthumously in (648, under the title of Fragmenta Aurea.'] 

It is impossible to consider the poems of Suckling ituthout regard 
to his career. No English poet has lived a life so public, so 
adventurous and so full of vicissitude as his. Nothing short of 
an irresistible bias towards the art of poetry could have induced 
so busy and so fortunate a man to write in verse at all Beautiful 
and vigorous in body, educated in all the accomplishments that 
grace a gentleman, endowed from earliest youth urith the prestige 
of a soldier and a popular courtier, his enormous wealth enabled 
him to indulge every whim that a fondness for what was splendid 
or eccentric in dress, architecture and pageantry could devise. 
Such a life could present no void which literarj' ambition could 
fill, and Suckling’s scorn for poetic fame was well known to his 
contemporaries. At the age of nineteen he went away to the 
continent, and wandered through France, Italy, Germany and 
Spain for four years, seeking adventure. He offered his sword 
to the King of Sweden, fought in command of a troop in front of 
Glogau and of Magdeburg, performed astounding feats of prowess 
in Silesia, and returned before the battle of Lutzen simply because 
his imperious fancy began to find the great war a tedious pastime. 
He proceeded to London, and lir-ed for si.v years in a style of such 
gorgeous profusion that at last he contrived to cripple one of the 
amplest fortunes of that age. He retired for a u bile, ostentatiously 
enough, into a literary seclusion at Bath, taking the obsequious 
Davenant with him as a sort of amanuensis. During tliis brief 
time, no doubt, his tragedies were composed. The King, however. 
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fretted for his return, and he emerged as the leader of the Roj'alist 
party in its earliest troubles. After the crisis, Suckling lied to 
France, and thence to Spain ; at Madrid he fell into the clutches 
of the Inquisition, and underwent horrible tortures. He escaped 
to Paris, with a mind probably unstrung by these tonnents, for he 
poisoned himself in his thirty-fourth year. Such was the career of 
a man whose light verses, carelessly thrown off and half forgotten, 
have outlived the pomp .and public glitter of his famous adventures, 
by which he now seems to us rather dwarfed and injured than 
c.xaltcd. 

Written under such circumst.anccs, and prcscn'cd in a fragment- 
ary' state by friends, it would be surprising if the poems of Suckling 
presented any great finish or completeness. In point of fact, they 
display to us but the ruins of his genius. A ballad of wonderful 
brightness and sweetness, half-a-dozen songs full of the most aery 
and courtly grace, these alone of all he has left behind him are in 
any sense worthy of their author’s splendid fame. His contem- 
poraries, and the men of the nc.xt generation, remembering his 
shining qualities of personal presence, his wit, his fluent fancy and, 
perhaps, many fine poems that we shall never see, spoke of him as 
an epoch making writer, in terms that we rcser\’e for Herrick, of 
whom they never speak. His name still lives in the popular ear, 
as the names of poets far greater than he will never live. His 
figure takes a place in poetic literature which the student fresh 
from his pages is apt to consider unduly high, and which his 
‘golden fragments’ scarcely' seem to justify. But the instinct of 
the people, in this as in so many other cases, is probably right, and 
though the imperfections of his poems may cloud it, there is no 
doubt tliat his genius existed. It shows itself even more in his 
disciples than in himself ; his manner of writing affected the course 
of English literature, .and showed its strength less in his own lyrics, 
than in the fact that for the next fifty y'e.ars no one could write 
a good love-song without more or less reminding the reader of 
Suckling. To the very end of the century ‘ natural, easy Suckling’ 
was the type of literary elegance to the Millamants and Lady 
Froths of fashion. 

Flis existing works consist of a slender collection of lyrical and 
complimentary' poems, and-of four play's, one of them incomplete. 
Suckling, who had a credit<ablc adoration for Shakespeare, in- 
herited none of his dramatic genius. A worse playwright is scarcely 
to be found, even in that miserable period, among the Gomersalls, 
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Lowers, and Killigrews. Aglaura, a monster of tedious pageantry, 
was arranged with a tragic and a comic ending, according to 
choice ; but this was not so unique as has been supposed, for we 
find the same silly contrivance in Howard’s Vestal Virgin and in 
the Pandora of Sir William Killigrew. 

The only drama of Suckling’s which is at all readable is Brenno- 
r?//, which is incoherent enough, but does contain some fine tragic 
writing. The only real merit of these plays however consists in 
the beautiful songs they harbour. 

The lyrical pieces of Suckling’s which were collected under the 
title of Fragmenta Aurea present considerable difficulty to the 
critic. Never was a volume of poems so unequal in merit pre- 
sented to the publia Side by side with songs that wll be enjoyed 
as long as the English language exists, we find stanzas which it is 
impossible either to scan or to construe, and which would disgrace 
the Poet’s Corner of a provincial newspaper. The famous Session 
of the Poets, one of those pieces which were most admired in the 
age that saw its production, is full of laxities of style that fairly 
astonish the modern reader. Such a stanza, for instance, as that 
dedicated to Jonson, limps and waddles along with a strangely 
gouty gait : — 


' The first that broke silence was good old Ben, 
Prepared before with Canary wine, 

A id he told them plainly he deserved the bajs, 

For his were called works, while others were but plays.’ 


In the case of other poems, in which tve find awkward and 
confused passages, we may suppose that Suckling left the verse 
confused or incomplete, and that the text suffers from inartistic 
revision, but The Session of the Poets is one of the few pieces 
published in his life-time, and we are thereffire inclined to suppose 
that he was but little affected by errors of style that are palpable 
to us. When, however, he is at his best, he throws off all awk- 
wardness and obscurity ; his versification becomes liquid and 
nimble, and in one instance, the famous Ballad upon a Weddiui^, 
he has contrived to keep up his tone of airy vivacity^ thro^ 
twenty-two incomparable verses. But as a rule his l)Tic flig ts 
are brief. His songs owe their special charm to their gahantry 
and impudence, their manly ardour arid their frivolous audacity 
The temper e.xpressed in ‘ Why so pale and wan, fond lover? "as 
in sympathy with the age, and gave a delight which seems to us 
extravagant ; Suckling’s admiration for Shakespeare not pre 
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venting him from being one of the chief heralds of the poetrj' of 
the Restoration. He sings like a royalist gentleman ; he leaves 
the weaving of conceits to learned contemporaries, such as Cowley 
and Lovelace ; he inaugurates a simpler, most straightforward ex- 
pression of iiiflamed fancy and amorous discontent. This is in 
his songs only ; in his moral pieces, such as that beginning 

‘ My deaie^t rival, lest onr love 
Should with eccentric motion move,’ 
he is as quaint and conceited, if not so ingenious, as the best of 
the poets once called Metaphysical. His great praise is his man- 
liness : after all the rhymesters who for a centurj' had been sonnet- 
ing their mistress’ eyebrow, and avowing t’.ie most abject defer- 
ence, the attitude of Suckling strutting with his impudent smiling 
face through the galaxy of ladies, struck the contemporary mind 
as refreshing, and a new fashion in gallantry set in. What had 
been good sense in Suckling, soon however became effrontery in 
Sedley, and cynicism in Congreve, and the base sensual feast to 
which the poets of the Restoration sat doTO we feel to have been a 
sorry exchange for the Arcadian diet of the Elizabethans. Even 
here also there was some brisk music of a gallantry not wholly 
base, and for this we have to thank Suckling and his sprightly 
mood. 


Edmund W. Gosse. 
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A Ballad upon a Wkdding’. 

I tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 

WJicrc I the rarest things iiavc seen ; 

O, things without compare ! 

Such sights again cannot be found 
In any place on English ground. 

Be it at wake or fair. 

At Charing-Cross, hard by the way, 

Wlicre we (thou know’st) do sell our hay. 

There is a house with stairs ; 

And there did I see coming down 
Such folk as arc not in our town, 

Forty at least, in pairs. 

Amongst the rest, one pest’lent fine 
(His beard no bigger though than thine) 

Walked on before the rest : 

Our landlord looks like nothing to him : 

The King (God bless him) ’twould undo him, 

Should he go still so drest. 

At Course-a-Park, without all doubt. 

He should have first been taken out 
By all the maids i’th’ town : 

Though lusty Roger there had been, 

Or little George upon the Green, 

Or Vincent of the Crown. 

But wot you what? the youth was g'>ing 
To make an end of all his wooing ; 

The parson for him st.ay’d : 

Yet by his leave (for all his haste) 

He did not so much wish all past 
(Perchance), as did the maid. 

* The wedding was that of Roger Boyle, Lord Broghill faftenraids F.arl 
of Orrery), with Lady Margaret Howard. Air. Hazlitt thinks at 
Ballad is addressed to Lovelace. 
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The maid (and thereby hangs a tale), 

For such a maid no Whitsun-ale 
Could ever yet produce : 

No grape, that ’s kindly ripe, could bo 
So round, so plump, so soft as she, 

Nor half so full of juice. 

Her finger was so small, the ring, 

Would not stay on, which they did bring, 

It was too wide a peck ; 

And to say truth (for out it must) 

It looked like the great collar (just) 

About our ypung colt’s neck. 

Her feet beneath her petticoat, 

Like little mice, stole in and out, 

As if they fear’d the light ; 

But O she dances such a way!^ 

No sun upon an Easter-day 
Is half so fine a sight 

Her cheeks so rare a white was on. 

No daisy makes comparison, 

(Wio sees them is undone), 

For streaks of red were mingled there, 

Such as are on a Catherine pear 
The side that ’s nc.xt the sun. 

Her lips were red, and one was thin. 

Compar’d to that was ne.xt her chin 
(Some bee had stung it newly) ; 

But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face ; 

I durst no more upon them g.-ize 
Than on the sun in July. 

Her mouth so small, when she does speak, 
Thou ’dst swear her teeth her words did break, 
That they might passage get ; 

But she so handled still the matter. 

They came as good .as ours, or better. 

And are not spent a whit. 
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Just in the nick the cook knocked thrice, 
And a!! the waiters in a trice 
His summons did obey; 

Each serving-man, vrith dish in hand, 
hlarched boldly up, like our trained band. 
Presented, and away. 

^ WTien all the meat was on the table, 
What man of knife or teeth was able 
To stay to be intreated? 

And this the very reason was, 

Before the parson could say grace, 

The company was seated. 

The business of the kitchen’s great, 

For it is fit that men should eat ; 

Nor was it there denied ; 

Passion o’ me, how I run on ! 

There’s that that would be thought upon 
(I trow) besides the bride. 

Now hats fly off, and j'ouths carouse ; 
Healths first go round, and then the houses 
The bride’s came thick and thick : 

And when ’twas nam’d anotheps health. 
Perhaps he made it hers by stealth ; 

And who could help it, Dick.? 

On the sudden up they rise and dance ; 
Then sit again and sigh, and glance: 

Then dance again and kiss : 

Thus several waj'S the time did pass, 

Whilst ev’jy woman wished her place, 

And ever}' man wished his. 
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Truth ix Lo\’^ 

f 

Of thee, kind boy, I ask no red and white, 

To make up my delight : 

No odd becoming graces. 

Black eyes, or little know-not-whats in faces ; 
Make me but mad enough, give me good store 
Of love for her I court : 

I ask no more, 

Tis love in love that makes the sport. 

Tliere’s no such thing as that we beauty call, 
It is mere cosenage all ; 

For though some* long ago 
Liked certain colours mingled so and so, 

That cloth not tic me now from choosing new; 
It 1 a fancy take 

To black and blue, 

'fliat fancy doth it beauty make, 

•Tis not the meat, but ’tis the appetite 
Makes eating a delight. 

And if I like one dish 
More than another, that a pheasant is ; 

What in our watches, that in us is found, — 

So to the height and nick 

\Vc up be wound. 

No matter by what hand or trick. 


The Dance. 


Love, Reason, Hate, did once bespeak 
Three mates to play at barley-break; 

Love Folly took ; and Reason, Fancy; 

And Hate consorts with Pride ; so dance they. 
Love coupled last, and so it fell. 

That Love and Folly were in helL 
N 


VOL. n. 



178 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


They break, and Love would Reason mee^ 
But Hate was nimbler on her feet ; 

Fancy looks for Pride, and thither 
Hies, and they two hug together : 

Yet this new coupling still doth tell, 

That Love and Folly were in hell. 

The rest do break again, and Pride 
Hath now got Reason on her side ; 

Hate and Fancy meet, and stand 
Untouched by Love in Folly’s hand ; 

Folly was dull, but Love ran well ; 

So Love and Folly were in helL 


Orsames’ Song in ‘Aglaura.’ 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 

Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why so pale? 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 

Prithee, why so mute? 

Will, when speaking well can’t win her. 
Saying nothing do ’t ? 
Prithee, why so mute? 

Quit, quit, for shame, this will not move; 

This cannot take her. 

If of herself she will not love, 

Nothing can make her: 

The devil take her I 
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l prithee sci'.il me back mv heart, 

Since 1 c.innot ha^-c tliitic ; 

I'or if from ymirs you tvill not part, 

\V!iy then Khouhl'-t thou haii; mine? 

Yes now I think on’f, let it iie, 

To find it Were in vain, 

For th’ ham a thief in citlier eye 
\VoiiId steal it back again. 

^Vhy should two he.irts in one breast lie 
.And yet not lodge together? 

O love, where is tliy sympathy, 

U thus onr breasts tliou sever? 

r>m love is such a mystery, 

1 cannot find it out : 

For when 1 think I’m best resolv'd, 

I then .am in most doubt. 

Then farewell care, .and farewell woe, 

1 will no longer pine ; 

For I ’ll believe I have her hc.art. 

As much .as she hath mine. 


Tun Lum Song in ‘Tun Sad One.' 

Hast thou seen the down in the air, 

When wanton blasts h.avc tossed it ? 

Or the ship on the sc.a, 

When ruder winds li.avc crossed it ? 

Hast thou marked the crocodile's weeping, 

Or the fox’s sleeping? 

Or hast viewed the peacock in his pride, 

Or the dove by bis bride, 

When he courts for his lechery? 

O, so fickle, O, so vain, O, so false, so false is she! 

N 2 
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CONSTANCr. 

Out upon it, I have loved 
Three whole days together; 

And am like to love three more, 
If it prove fair weather. 

Time shall moult away his wings. 
Ere he shall discover 

In the whole wide world again 
Such a constant lover. 

But the spite on’t is, no praise 
Is due at all to me : 

Love with me had made no stays. 
Had it any been but she. 

Had it any been but she. 

And that very face, 

There had been at least ere this 
A dozen dozen in her place. 




RICHARD LOVELACE 


[Richard Lotolace was bom at Woolwich in i6i8; he died in Gun- 
powder Alley, near Shoe Lane, London, in April 1658. His Lvcasfa -nas 
published in 1649 Poslhmne Poems in 1659. He was the author of 

The Scholar, a comedy, written in 1634, and of The Soldier, a tragedy, 
written in 1640, but these dramas ate lost.] 

It may safely be said that of all the Royalist lyrists Lovelace 
has been overestimated the most, as Carew has been the most 
neglected. The reason of this is not hard to find. Carew wtis a 
poet of great art and study, whose pieces reach a high but com- 
paratively uniform standard, while Lovelace rvas an improvisatore 
who wrote two of the best songs in the language by accident, and 
whose others work is of much inferior quality. A more slovenly 
poet than Lovelace it would be difficult to find ; his verses have 
reached us in the condition of unrevised proofs sent out by a careless 
compositor ; but it is plain that not to the printer only is due the 
lax and irregular form of the poems. It did not alwaj'S occur to 
Lovelace to find a rhyme, or to persist in a measure, and his ear 
seems to have been singularly defective. To these technical faults 
he added a radical tastelessness of fancy, and an excess of the 
tendency of all his contemporaries to dwell on the surroundings of 
a subject rather than on the subject itself. His verses on ‘Ellinda’s 
Glove’ must have been remarkable even in an age of concetti. 
The poet commences by calling the glove a snowy farm w'ith five 
tenements ; he has visited there to pay his daily rents to the white 
mistress of the farm, who has gone into the meadows to gather 
flowers and hearts. He then changes his image, and calls the 
glove an ermine cabinet, whose alabaster lady will soon come 
home, since any other teMnt would eject himself, by finding the 
rooms too narrow to contain him. The poet, therefore, leaves his 
rent, five kisses, at the door, observing, with another change of 
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Going to the Wars, 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 
That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind 
To war and arms I fl}'-. 

True, a new mistress now I chase. 
The first foe in the field, 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such 
As j'ou too shall adore, — 

I could not love thee, dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more. 

The Rose. 

Sweet, serene, sky-like flower, 

Haste to adorn her bower. 

From thy long cloudy bed 
Shoot forth thy damask head. 
New-startled blush of Flora, 

The grief of pale Aurora 

(\\'bo wll contest no more). 

Haste, haste to strew her floor ! 
Vermilion ball that’s given 
From lip to lip in heaven. 

Love’s couch’s coverled, 

Haste, haste to make her bed. 
Dear offspring of pleased Venus 
And joUy plump Silemis, 

Haste, haste to deck the hair 
O’ the only sweetly fair! 

See ! rosy is her bower. 

Her floor is all this flower, 

Her bed a rosy nest 
By a bed of roses pressed I 
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To Althea froji Prisoh. 

When ]ove with unconfined wings 
Hovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates ; 

When I lie tangled in her hair, 

And fettered to her eye, 

The birds that wanton in the air 
Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts tvith loyal flames ; 

When thirsty grief in tvine we steep, 
When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple in the deep 
Know no such liberty. 

Wlien, like committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat sliall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majesty, 

And glories of my King ; 

When I shall voice aloud, how good 
He is, how great should be, 
Enlarged winds that curl the flood 
Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage ; 

If I have freedom in my love. 

And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above. 

Enjoy such liberty. 
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The Grasshopper. 

[Ode : to Mr. Charles Cotton.] 

Oh ! thou that swingst upon the waving ear 
Of some well-filled oaten beard, 

Drunk every night with a delicious tear, 

Dropt thee from hc.avcn, where thou wert reared ; 

The joys of earth and air are thine entire. 

That with thy feet and wings dost hop and fly, 

And, when thy poppy works, thou dost retire 
To thy carved acom-bcd to lie. 

Up with the day, the Sun thou welcomest then, 
Sport’st in the gilt plaits of his beams, 

And all these merry days inak’st merry men. 

Thyself, and melancholy streams. 

But ah ! the sickle ! Golden ears are cropped ; 

Ceres and Bacchus bid good night ; 

Sharp frosty fingers all your flowers have topped, 

And what scythes spared, winds shave off quite. 

Thou best of men and friends ! we will create 
A genuine summer in each other’s breast, 

And spite of this cold time and frozen fate, 

Tliaw us a warm seat for our rest. 

Our sacred hearths sh.all bum eternally, 

As vcst.al flames ; the North Wind, he 

Shall strike his frost-stretched wings, dissolve and fly 
This yEtna in epitome. 

Night, as clear Hesper, sh.all our tapers whip 
From the light casements where we play, 

And the dark hag from her black mantle strip. 

And stick there everlasting day. 

Thus richer than untempted kings are we, 

Tliat asking nothing, nothing need ; 

Though lord of .all that sc.as embrace, yet he 
That wants himself is poor indeed. 
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To Lu&VSTA. 

Lucasta, frown, and let me die I 
But smile, and, see, I live ! 

The sad indifference of your eye 
Both kills and doth reprieve ; 

You hide our fate within its screen ; 

We feel our judgment, e’er we hear ; 
So in one picture I have seen 
An angel here, the devil there ! 




LORD HERBERT 

OF CHERBURY. 


[Edu’aud Hemsetit, Lord Herbert of Cherbmy, elder brother of fbe poeL 
Gcorge Herbert, rras born in ijSi, nnd closed a life full of incident and 
interest in Queen Street, London, August 20, 164S.] 

The world has long done justice to Lord Herbert’s famous 
treatise Dc Vcf/fa/e, to his admirable Ufc of Henry VII f to his 
singularly interesting Autobiography; but no one has yet been 
found to vindicate his claim to a place among English poets. His 
poems first appeared in a little volume which was published in 
1665, nearly eighteen years after his death ; and, as we gather 
from the preface, were collected b)' Henrjr Herbert, uncle to the 
second Lord Herbert of Cherbuiy, to whom they are dedicated. 
They consist of Sonnets, Epitaphs, Satires, Madrigals, and Odes 
in various measures. Herbert is, like his more distinguished 
brother, a disciple of the Metaphysical School, though his poems, 
unlike those of George, are not of a religious character. With 
much of that extravagance which deforms the lyric poetry’ of his 
contemporaries, Lord Herbert has in a large measure grace, 
sweetness, and originality’. He never lacks vigour and freshness. 
His place is, with all his faults, beside Donne and Cowley’. His 
versification is indeed as a rule far superior to theirs. It is uni- 
formly musical, and his music is often at once delicate and subtle. 
Though he did not invent the metre, he certainly discovered the 
melody of that stanza with which Tennyson's great poem has 
familiarised us, and he has as certainly anticipated sOme of its 
most beautiful effects. He is never likely’ to hold the same place 
among English poets as his brother, but we do not hesitate to say 
that no collection of representative English poets should be con- 
sidered complete which does not contain the poetical works of 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury'. 

J. Churton Colliks. 
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An Ode upon a qupstion motod whether Love 
SHOULD Continue rou Ever. 

Having interr’d her Infant-birth 
The watery ground tliat late did mourn 
\\’ns strew’d witli flowers for the return 
Of the wish'd bridegroom of the cartlu 

The well-accorded birds did sing 
Their hymns unto the pleasant time, 

And in a sweet consorted chime 
Did welcome in the cheerful spring. 

To which, soft whistles of the wind, 

And warbling murmurs of a brook, 

And varied notes of leaves that shook, 

An harmony of parts did bind. 

When with a love none can express 
That mutually happy pair, 

Mclandcr and Cclinda fair. 

The season with their loves did bless. 

Long their fix’d eyes to Heaven bent 
Unchanged, they did never move ; 

As if so great and pure a love 
No glass but it could represent 

When with a sweet though troubled look 
She first brake silence, saying, ‘Dear friend, 
O that our love might take no end, 

Or never had beginning took.’ 

♦ * » * * 

Then with 3 look, it seem’d, denied 
All earthly power but hers, yet so 
As if to her breath he did OAve 
This borrow’d life, he thus replied : 
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*0 no, Belov’d, I am most sure 
These vertuous habits we acquire 
As being with the soul entire 
Must with it evermore endure. 

Else should our souls in vain elect, 
And vainer yet were Heaven’s laws, 
When to an everlasting cause 
They give a perishing effect. 

Nor here on earth then, nor above. 
One good affection can impair ; 

For where God doth admit the fair, 
Think you that He excludeth Love? 

These eyes again thine eyes shall see, 
These hands again thine hand enfold. 
And all chaste blessings can be told 
Shall -with us everlasting be. 

For if no use of sense remain 
When bodies once this life forsake, 

Or they could no delight partake, 

Why should they ever rise again? 

And if every imperfect mind 

Make love the end of knowledge here, 
How perfect \rill our love be where 
All imperfection is refin’d. 

Let then no doubt, Celinda, touch, 

Much less your fairest mind invade ; 
Were not our souls immortal made. 
Our equal loves can make them such. 

So when from hence we shall be gon^ 
And be no more, nor you, nor I j 
As one another’s mystery 
Each shall be both, yet both but one. 
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SANDYS. 

Fiin:-! Tin; ‘ I’AnArnuAsr; uroN Lukh I,' 

O prai-tc the Lord, hi'; wonders tell, 

Whose mercy shines in Ismcl, 

At length redeem'd from sin and hell. 

The cro\\Ti of our s.alv.ition, 

Deriv’d from D.ivid’s royal throne, 

He now liath to Ilis people shown. 

This to His prophets did unfold, 

By all successively foretold, 

Until the infant world jp-cw old. 

That He our wrongs would vindicate, 

Save from our foes’ inveterate hate, 

And raise our long depress’d estate. 

To ratify His ancient deed, 

Hi.s promis’d grace, by oath decreed, 

To Abraham and his faithful seed. 

That we might our Preserver praise, 

Wtill: purely in His perfect ways. 

And fc.arlcss serve Him all our d.ays. 

His path Tliou shall prepare, sweet Child, 
And run before the Undcfd’d, 

And Prophet of th’ Almighty styl’d. 

Our knowledge to inform, from whence 
Salvation springs : from penitence, 

And pardon of each foul oficnce. 

Through mercy, O how infinite 1 

Of our Great God, Who clears our sight, 

And from the Orient sheds His light. 

A leading Star t’ enlighten those 
Whom night and shades of dc.ath inclose, 
Which that high track to glory shows. ‘ 
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HERBERT, 

The Collar. 

I struck the board, and cryy, ‘No more ; 

I wifi abroad ! 

"WTiat, sha'I I ever sigh and pine ? 

My lines and life are free ; free as the road, 

Loose as the wind, as large as store. 

Shall I be still in suit? 

Have I no han'est but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not restore 
W'hat I have lost with cordial fruit ? 

Sure there was wine 

Before my sighs did dry it ; there was com 
Before my tears did drown it ; 

Is the year only lost to me? 

Have I no bays to cro\vn if, 

No flowers, no garlands gay? all blasted, 

All wasted ? 

Not so, my heart ; but there is fruit, 

And thou hast hands. 

Recover all thy sigh-blown age 
On double pleasures ; leave thy cold dispute 
Of what is fit and not ; forsake thy cage, 

Thy rope of sands 

Which petty thoughts have made ; and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw, 

And be thy law. 

While thou didst wink and wouldst not see. 

Away ! take heed ; 

I will abroad. 

Call in thy death’s-head there, tie up thy fears ; 

He that forbears 
To suit and serve his need 
Deserves his load.’ 
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But as I rav’d, and grew more fierce and wild 
At everj' word, 

Methought I heard one calling, ‘ Child ’ ; 
And 1 rcpl/d, ‘My Lord.’ 


Aaron. 


Holiness on the head. 

Light and perfections on the breast. 
Harmonious bells below, raising the dead 
To lead them unto life and rest : 

Thus are true Aarons drest. 

Profaneness in my head, 

Defects and darkness in my breast, 

A noise of passions ringing me for dead 
Unto a place where is no rest : 

Poor priest, thus am I drest. 

Only another head 
I have, another heart and breast, 

Another music, making live, not dead, 

Without Whom I could have no rest : 

In Him I am well drest. 

Christ is my only head, 

My alone-only heart and breast. 

My only music striking me ev’n dead. 

That to the old man I may rest, 

And he in Him new-drest. 

So holy in my head. 

Perfect and light in my dear breast, 

My doctrine tun’d by Christ, Who is not dead, 
But lives in me while I do rest, 

Come, people ; Aaron’s drest. 
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The Quip. 

The nicny World did on a day 
With his train-bands and mates agree 
To meet together where I lay, 

And all in sport to jeer at me. 

First Beauty crept into a rose, 

Which when I pluckt not, ‘Sir,’ said she, 
‘Tell me, I praj', whose hands are those.?’ 
But Thou shall answer. Lord, for me. 

Then Monej' came, and chinking still, 
‘What tune is this, poor man?’ said he: 

‘I heard in Music you had skill ;’ 

But Thou shall answer. Lord, for me. 

Then came brave Glory puffing by 
In silks that whistled, who but he ! 

He scarce alIo\v’d me half an eye ; 

But Thou shall answer. Lord, for me. 

Then came quick Wit and Conversation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 

And, to be short, make an oration : 

But Thou shall answer. Lord, for me. 

Yet when the hour of Thy design 
To answer these fine things shall come. 
Speak not at large ; say, I am Thine, 

And then they have their answer home. 

Misery. 

Lord, Jet the angels praise Thy name : 

Man is a foolish thing, a foolish thing ; 

Folly and sin play all his game ; 

His house still bums, and yet he still doth sing 
Man is but grass, 

He knows it— Fill the glass 1 

■s -s *--'■*■* *■ 
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Man cannot serve Thee: let him go 
And serve the swine — there, there is his delight : 

He doth not like this virtue, no ; 

Give him his dirt to wallow in all night : 

These preachers make 
His head to shoot and ache. 

Indeed, at first Man w.as a treasure, 

A box of jewels, shop of rarities, 

A ring whose posy was ‘ My pleasure ’ ; 

He was a garden in a Paradise ; 

Glory and grace 
Did crown his heart and face. 

But sin hath fool’d him ; now he is 
A lump of flesh, without a foot or wing 
To raise him to a glimpse of bliss ; 

A sick-toss’d vessel, dashing on each thing, 

Nay, his own shelf ; 

My God, I mean myself. 


Love. 

Thou art too hard for me in Love ; 

There is no dealing with Thee in that Art, 
That is Thy Masterpiece, I see. 

When I contrive and plot to prove 
Something that may be conquest on my part. 
Thou still, O Lord, outstrippest me. 

Sometimes, when as I wash, I say. 

And shrewdly as I think. Lord, wash my' soul. 
More spotted than my flesh can be ! 

But then there comes into my way 
Thy ancient baptism, which when I was foul 
And knew it not, yet cleansed me. 
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Employment. 

He that is weary, let him sit ; 

My soul would stir 
And trade in courtesies and wit ; 
Quitting, the fur 

To cold complexions needing it 

Man is no st.ar, but a quick coal 
Of mort.al fire : 

Who blows it not, nor doth control 
A faint desire, 

Lets his oum ashes choke his souL 
**•*«* 

Oh that I were an orange-tree, 

That busy plant I 
Then should I e%’er laden be, 

And never want 

Some fruit for him that dressJid me. 

But we arc still too young or old ; 

The man is gone 
Before we do our wares unfold ; 

So we freeze on, 

Until Uie grave increase our cold. 

The World. 

Love built a stately house, where Fortune came; 
And spinning fancies, she was heard to say 
That her fine cobwebs did support the frame. 
Whereas they were supported by the same ; 

But Wsdom quickly swept them all away. 

Then Pleasure came, who, liking not the fashion, 
Began to make balconies, terraces. 

Till she had weaken’d all by alteration ; 

But rev’rend laws, and many a proclamation. 
Reformed all at length with menaces. 
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Then enter’d Sin, and with that sycamore 

^Vhose leaves first shelt’red man from drought and dew, 

Working and winding slily evermore, 

The inward walls and sommers cleft and tore ; 

But Grace shor’d these, and cut that as it grew. 

Then Sin combin’d wth Death in a firm band 
To rase the building to the vciy floor; 

\^Tiich they effected, none could them withstand ; 

But Love took Grace and Glory by the hand. 

And built a braver palace than before. 


CRASH AW. 

Wishes. To his supposed Mistress. 

\^’hoe’er she be. 

That not impossible she 

That shall command my heart and me ; 

Where’er she lie. 

Lock’d up from mortall eye, 

In shady leaves of Destiny; 

Till that ripe birth 
Of studied Fate stand forth. 

And teach her fair steps tread our Earth ; 

Till that di\'ine 
Idea, take a shrine 

Of crj’stal flesh, through which to shine; 

Meet you her, my nishes, 

Bespeak her to my blisses. 

And be ye call’d, my absent kisses. 

I wash her, beauty 

That owes not all Its duty 

To gaudy tire or glistring shoe tie. 
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A face that’s best 
By its own beauty drest. 

And can alone commend the resL 

* « « 4 - * * 

A cheek where Youth, 

And blood, with pen of Truth 
Write, what their reader sweetly ru’th. 
**»«*«• 

Lips, where all day 
A lover’s kiss may play, 

Yet carry nothing tlicnce away. 

* ♦ » * » 

Eyes, that displace 

The neighbour diamond, and out-face 
That sunshine, by their own sweet grace 

Tresses, that wear 

Jewels, but to declare 

How much themselves more precious are. 

Days, that need borrow. 

No part of their good morrow. 

From a forespent night of sorrow. 

Life, that dares send 
A challenge to his end, 

And when it comes say. Welcome friend I 
*«»♦*■*■ 

I wsh her store 

Of worth may leave her poor 

Of wishes ; and I wish — ^no more. 

Now if Time knows 

That her, whose radiant brows 

Weave them a garland of my vows ; 

Her that dares be. 

What these lines wish to see ; 

I seek no further ; it is she. 
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The Fiamtn'g Heart. 

[Upon tlie book and pictn'e of the Seraphical Saint Theresa, as she is 
usually expressed irith a Seraphitrt beside her.] 

O thou undaunted daughter of desires ! 

By all thy dower of lights and fires ; 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove ; 

By all thy lives and deaths of love ; 

B}’ thy large draughts of intellectual day, 

And by thy thirsts of love more large than they; 

By all thy brim-fiO’d bowls of fierce desire, 

B}’ thy last mornings draught of h'quid fire ; 

By the full kingdom of that final kiss 

That seiz’d thy parting soul, and seal'd thee His ; 

By all the Heav’n thou hast in Him 
(F air sister of the seraphim !) 

By all of Him we have in thee; 

Leave nothing of mj-self in me. 

Let me so read th}' life, that I 
Unto aU life of mine may die. 


DESCRTPriON" OF A RELIGJOUS HOUSE. 

No roofs of gold o’er riotous tables shining 
A\Tio!e daj'S and suns, devour’d with endle.-s dining; 
No sails of TjTian silk, proud pavements sweeping, 
Nor ivory couches costlier slumber keeping ; 

False lights of flaring gems ; tumultuous joys ; 

Halls full of flattering men and frisking boj-s ; 
WTrate’er false shows of short and slippery good 
Mix the mad sons of men in mutual blood. 

But walks, and unshorn woods ; and souls, just so 
Unforc'd and genuine ; but not shady though. 

Our lodgings bard and homely as our fare. 

That chaste and cheap, as the few clothes we wear. 



RICHARD CRASHAW. 


209 


Those, coarse and negligent, as the natural lochs 
Of these loose groves ; rough as th’ unpolish’t rocks. 

A hasty portion of prescribed sleep ; 

Obedient slumbers, that can wake and weep. 

And sing, and sigh, and work, and sleep again ; 

Still rolling a round sphere of still-returning pain. 

Hands full of hasty labours ; pains that pay 
And prize themselves ; do much, that more they may, 
And work for work, not wages ; let to-morrow’s 
New drops wash off the sweat of this day’s sorrows. 

A long and daily-dying life, which breathes 
A respiration of reviving deaths. 

But neither are there those ignoble stings 
That nip the blossom of the world’s best things. 

And lash Earth-labouring souls 

No cruel guard of diligent cares, that keep 
Crown’d woes awake, as things too wise for sleep : 

But reverent discipline, and religious fear. 

And soft obedience, find sweet biding here ; 

Silence, and sacred rest ; peace, and pure joys ; 

Kind loves keep house, lie close, and make no noise ; 

And room enough for monarchs, while none swells 
Beyond the kingdoms of contentful cells. 

The self-remembring soul sweetly recovers 

Her kindred with the stars ; not basely hovers 

Below : but meditates her immortal way 

Home to the original source ot Light and intellectual day. 


VOL. II. 
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VAUGHAN. 

The Retreat. 

Happy those early days, when I 
Shin’d in my angel-infancy ! 

Before I understood this place ' 
Appointed for my second race, 

Or taught my soul to fancy ought 
But a white, celestial thought ; 

When yet 1 had not wait’d above 
A mile or two, from my first love, 

And looking back — at that short space — 
Could see a glimpse of His bright face ; 
When on some gilded cloud or flower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour. 
And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity; 

Before I taught my tongue to wound 
hly conscience with a sinful sound. 

Or had the black art to dispense, 

A sev’ral sin to ev’ry sense, 

But felt through all this fleshly dress 
Bright shoots of everlastingness. 

O how I long to travel back, 

And tread again that ancient track ! 

That I might once more reach that plain, 
Where first I left my glorious train; 

From whence th’ enlightened spirit secs 
That shady city of palm trees. 

But ah ! my soul with too much stay 
Is drunk, and staggers in the way ! 

Some men a forward motion love, 

But I by backward steps will move ; 

And when this dust falls to the urn. 

In that state I came, return. 
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The Burial of an Infant. 

Blest infant bud, whose blossom-life 
Did only look about, and fall 
Wearied out in a harmless strife 
Of tears, and milk, the food of all ; 

Sweetly didst thou expire : thy soul 
Flew home unstain’d by his new kin ; 

For ere thou knew’st how to be foul, 

Death wean’d thee from the world, and sin. 

Softly rest all thy virgin-crumbs 
Lapt in the sweets of thy young breath, 
Expecting till thy Saviour comes 
To dross them, and unswaddle death! 


The World. 

I saw Eternity the other night. 

Like a great ring of pure and endless light, 

All calm, as it was bright ; 

And round beneath it, Time in hours, days, years, 
Driv’n by the spheres 

Like a vast shadow mov’d ; in which the world 
And all her train were hurl’d. 

The doling lover in his qu.aintcst strain 
Did there complain ; 

Near him, his lute, his fancy, and his slights. 

Wit’s sour delights. 

With gloves, and knots, the silly snares of pleasure. 
Yet his dear treasure, 

All scatter’d lay, while he his eyes did pour 
Upon a flower. 




2 r2 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


The darksome statesman, bung \vith weights and woe, 

Like a thick midnight-fog, mov’d tliere so slow, 

He did not stay, nor go ; 

Condemning thoughts — like sad eclipses — scowl 
Upon his soul, 

And clouds of crjdng witnesses without 
Pursued him with one shout. 

Yet digg’d the mole, and lest his ways be found. 
Worked under ground. 

Where he did clutch his prey ; but one did see 
That policy ; 

Churches and altars fed him ; perjuries ' 

Were gnats and flies ; 

It rain’d about him blood and tears, but he 
Drank them as free. 


The fearful miser on a heap of rust 

Sate pining all his life there, did scarce trust 
His own hands with the dust. 

Yet rvould not place one piece alone, but lives 
In fear of thieves. 

Thousands there were as frantic as himself, 
And hugg’d each one his pelf; 

The domiright epicure plac’d hea\’’n in sense. 
And scorn’d pretence ; 

While others, slipt into a wide e.\-cess. 

Said little less ; 

The weaker sort, slight, trivial wares enslave, 
Who think them brave ; 

And poor despised Truthassate^ counting by 
Their victorjc " 


Yet some, who all this while did weep and sing, 
And sing, and weep, soar’d up into the ring , 
But most would use no wing. 

O fools — said I — thus to prefer dark night 
Before true light ! 
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To live in grots, and caves, and hate the day 
Because it shews the way, 

Tiic way, which from this dead and dark abode 
Leads up to God ; 

A way where you might tread the sun, and be 
More bright than he ! 

But as I did their madness so discuss 
One whisper’d thus, 

‘This ring the Bridegroom did for none provide, 

But for His bride.’ 


Br.YOKD THE Veiu 

Tiiey arc all gone into the world of light ! 

And I alone sit lingering here ; 

Their very' memory is fair and bright, 

And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 

Or those faint beams in which this hill is drest, 

After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in an air of glory. 

Whose light doth trample on my days : 

My days, which arc at best but dull and hoary, 

Merc glimmering and decays. 

O holy Hope! and high Humility, 

High as the heavens above ! 

, These arc your walks, and you have skew’d them me. 
To kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous Death ! the jewel of the just, 

Shining no where, but in the dark ; 

What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust ; 

Could man outlook that mark 1 
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He that hath found some fledg’d birds’ nest, may know 
At first sight, if the bird be flown ; 

But what fair well or grove he sings in now, 

That is to him unknown. 

And yet as angels in some brighter dreams 
Call to the soul, when man doth sleep : 

So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted theme? 
And into glory peep. 

If a star were confin’d into a tomb, 

The captive flames must needs bum there ; 

But when the hand that lock’d her up, gives room. 
She’ll shine through all the sphere. 

O Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under Thee ! 

Resume thy spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. 

Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 
My perspective — still — as they pass : 

Or else remove me hence unto that hill, 

Where I shall need no glass. 
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*■ [SntRtirr vras born in London about the year 1596, and lived through the 
Ci\-il War and Commonwealth into the Restoration, dying in 1667. His 
copious dramatic activity began in 1625, in which jcar he produced the 
comedy entitled Love's Tricis. Before this, in 1618, he had published an 
imitation of Vemts and Adonis under the title of Echo. His pla)S were 
produced in rapid snccessioa up to 1641. In 1646 he published a volume 
of poems, chiefly erotic, and two small volumes of Masques etc in 1653 and 

Shirley was essentially an imitative not an original genius. His 
claim to a place among the great poets of his age rests solely upon 
his wonderful manipulative dexterity, his power of assimilating 
and reshaping the creations of his great predecessors. Towards 
the close of a grand period, perhaps even while its leading spirits 
are in full creative swing, two distinct tendencies manifest them- 
selves. Men of independent mind scp,arate themselves from the 
main current, and cast about for fields which the masters have left 
unoccupied. Men of more pliant and docile intellect follow 
humbly' in the footsteps of the masters, and seize freely upon the 
wealth which they have accumulated. Shirley belonged to the 
latter class. He did not try to invent new types, or to say what 
had not been said before ; but stored his mind with the thoughts 
and the imagery of his predecessors, and reproduced them with 
joyous facility. We may admire the fluency', the elegance, and 
the force of Shirley’s verse, the ease and naturalness of his 
dramatic situations, but the attentive reader of his predecessors is 
never called upon to admire anything new. Fletcher was his 
chief model and exemplar, but he laid them all freely under con- 
tribution. The chief critical pleasure in reading him is the 
pleasure of memory. 

W. Minto. 
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A LfXT,A.EY. 

[From Thf Tr::.'vti cj a ^^osqre. 

Cease, wsrnng thoughts, and let his brain 
Ko more discord entertain, 

But be smooth and calm agaim 
Ye cr)-stal rivers that arc nigh, 

As your streams are passing by 
Teach your murmurs harmony. 

Ye winds that wait upon the Spring 
And perfumes to dowers do bring, 

Let your amorous whispers here 
Breathe soft music to his ear. 

Ye warbling nightingales repair 
From every n-ood, to charm this air. 

And with the wonders of your breast 
Each striting to e.\ccl the rest. 

"When it is time to wahe him. close war parts, 
And drop down from the tree with broken hearts. 


The G.^rdex. 

[From Po!-!'-. i6i6.] 

This garden does not take my eyes. 
Though here you show how art of inea 
Can purchase nature at such price 
Would stock old Paradise again. 

These glories while you dote upon, 

I emy not your spring nor price : 

Kay boast the suminer ail your own, 
hly thoughts with less are satrsned. 

Give me a lirJe plot of grouuc. 

Where might I with the sun agree. 
Though every day he walk the round 
My garden be should seldom see. 
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Those tulips that such wealth display 
To court my eye, shall lose their name, 
Though now they listen, as if they 
Expected I should praise their flame. 

But I would see myself appear 
Within the violet’s drooping head. 

On which a melancholy tear 
Tlie discontented mom hath shed. 

Within their buds let roses sleep 
And virgin lilies on their stem, 

Till sighs from lovers glide and creep 
Into their leaves to open them. 

r th’ centre of my ground compose 
Of bays and yew my summer-room. 
Which may, so oft as I repose, 

Present my arbour and my tomb. 

No woman here shall find me out. 

Or if a chance, do bring one hither, 

I ’ll be secure, for round about 
I ’ll moat it with my eyes’ foul weather. 

No birds shall live within my pale, 

To charm me with their shames of art, 
Unless some wandering nightingale 
Come here to sing and break her heart ; 

Upon whose death I’ll trj' to write 
An epitaph, in some funeral stone, 

So sad and true, it may invite 
Myself to die, and prove mine omi. 

The ^Iight of Death. 

[From Cupid and Death, a Masque, 1653.] 

Victorious men of earth, no more 

Proclaim how wide your empires are ; 
Though you bind in ever}’ shore. 

And your triumphs reach as far 
As night or day, 
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Yet you, proud monarchs, must obey, 

And mingle with forgotten ashes u-hcn 
Death calls ye to the cron-d of common raciJ- 
Devouring Famine. Plague, and War, 

Each able to undo mankind. 

Death’s servile emissaries are ; 

Xor to these alone confined 
He hath at tvill 

More quaint and subtle ivays to kill ; 

A smile or kiss, as he will use the art, 

Shall have the cunning skill to break a heart 

A Dirge. 

[From The Cc-.te-.^oi of Ajcx cid printed i6e9'l 

The glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things ; 

There is no armour against fate ; 

Death lays his Icy hand on kings t 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal made 

With the poor crooked sejuhe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field. 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 

But their strong nerves at last must Held; 
They tame but one another still : 

Early or late 
They stoop to fate. 

And must give up their murmuring breath. 
When they, poor captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boast no more your mightv' deeds ; 
Upon Death’s purple altar now 

See, where the Hctor-victim bleeds ; 

Your heads must come 
To the cold tom'o. 

Only the actions of the just 

Smell sweet and blossom in their dust. 
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[T^o'^^AS RA^DOLPH w.-is bom in the snmmer of 1605, at Dodford, ia 
Northamptonshire, and died at Bbthemdck. in the same coonty, in hfarch 
163^. His drama of The jealans Loves was printed in 1632 ; the remainder 
of his works appeared poathnmoasly in 1638.3 

It seems probable that in the premature death of Randolph, 
English literature underwent a very heavy loss. He died un- 
expectedly when he was only twenty-nine, leaving behind him a 
mass of writing at once very imperfect and very promising. The 
patronage of Ben Jonson, it would seem, rather than any very 
special bias to the stage, led him to undertake dramatic composition, 
and though he left six plays behind him, it is by no means certain 
that he would have ended as a dramatist His knowledge of stage 
requirements is very small indeed ; it would be impossible to 
revive any of his pieces on the modem boards on account of the 
essential uncouthness of the movement, the length of the soliloquies, 
and the thinness of the plot His three best dramas are dis- 
tinguished by a vigorous ^rectness and buoyancy of language, 
and by frequent passages of admirable rhetorical quality, but they 
are hardly plays at all, in the ordinary sense. His master-piece. 
The Muse^ LooMjtg Glass, is a moral essay in a series of dialogues, 
happily set in a framework of comedy ; the yealous Lovers is full, 
indeed, of ridiculous stratagems and brisk humorous transitions, 
but it has no sanity of plot ; while Amyntas is a beautiful holiday 
dream, aery and picturesque, and ringing with peals of faery 
laughter, but not a play that any mortal company of actors could 
Tehearse. Intellect and imagination Randolph possessed in full 
measure, but as he does not seem to have been bom to excel in 
play-writing or in song-writing, and as he died too early to set 
his own mark on literature, w'e are left to speculate down what 
groove such brilliant and energetic gifts as his would finally have 
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proceeded. Had he lived longer his massive intelligence might 
have made him a dangerous rival or a master to Drj'den, and as 
he shows no inclination towards the French manner of poetr>'’, he 
might har^e delayed or altogether warded off the influx of the 
classical taste. He showed no precocity of genius ; he \ras 
gradually gathering his singing-robes about him, having already 
studied much, yet having still much to learn. There is no poet 
whose works so tempt the critic to ask, ‘ what was the next step 
in his development ? ’ He died just too soon to impress his name 
on historj'. 

Besides his dramas, Randolph composed a considerable number 
of lyrics and occasional poems. Of these the beautiful 0 ^& to 
Master Anthony Stafford to hasten him into the country is the 
best In this he is more free and graceful in his Latinism than 
usual. He was a deep student of the Roman poets, and most of 
his non-dramatic pieces are exercises, perfonned in a hard though 
stately style, after Ovid, Martial and Claudian. It cannot be said 
that these have much charm, except to the technical student of 
poetry, who observes, with interest, the zeal and energ>’ with 


which Randolph prepared himself for triumphs which were never to 
be executed. In pastoral poetry he had attained more ease than 
in any other, and some of his idyls are excellently performed. 
The glotving verses entitled A Pastoral Courtship remind the 
reader of the twenty-seventh idyl of Theocritus, on which they 
were probably modelled. The Cots-wold Eclogue, which origin- 
ally appeared in a V'ery curious book entitled Annalia Dubrensta, 
1636, is one of the best pastorals which we possess in English. 
But in reviewing the fragments of the tvork of Randolph, the 
critic is ever confronted by the imperfection of his growing talent, 
the insufficiency of what exists to account for the personal weight 
that Randolph carried in his lifetime, and for the intense regret 
felt at his early death. Had he lived he might have bridged over, 
with a strong popular poetry, the abyss between the old romMtic 
and the new didactic school, for he had a little of the spirit of 
each. As it is, he holds a better place in English literature than 
Dryden, or Gray, or hlassinger would have held had they died 


before they were thirty. 


Edmund W. Gosse. 
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But think upon 

Some other pleasures : these to me are none, 
did I prate 

Of women, that are tilings against my fate? 

I never mean to wed 
That torture to my bed. 
hly muse is she 
hlj* love shall be. 

Let clowns get wealth and heirs ; when I am gone, 
And the great bugbear, grrs]3- death. 

Shall take this idle breath. 

If I a poem leave, that poem is my son. 


Of this no more ; 

Well rather taste the bright Pomona’s store. 

No fruit shall ’scape 

Our palates, from the damson to the grape. 
Then (full) we’ll seek a shade, 

And hear what music ’s made ; 

How Philomel 
Her tale doth tell, 

And how the other birds do fill the quire : 

The thrush and blackbird lend their throats 
Warbling melodious notes ; 

We will all sports enjoy which others but desire. 


Ours is the sky, 

\\Tiereat what fowl we please our hawk shall fly: 
Nor will we spare 

To hunt the crafty fox or timorous hare; 

But let our hounds run loose 
In any ground they II choose, 

The buck shall fall. 

The stag, .and all : 

Our pleasures must from their own warrants b{^ 

For to my muse, if not to me, 

I’m sure all game is free: 

^Heaven, earth, all arc but parts of her great royalty. 
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CcUi:. Some melancho]}- s\rans about have gone 
To teach all zeal their own complexion: 

Choler they \vill admit sometimes. I see. 

Bat phlegm and sanguine no religions be. 

These teach that dancing is a Jezebel. 

And barley-break the ready n-ay to heU; 

The morrice-idols, Whitsun-ales, can be 
But profane relics of a jubilee I 
These, in a zeal t’express how much they do 
The organs hate, have silenc'd bagpipes, too, 

And harmless Maypoles, all are rail'd upon. 

As if they were the towers of Babylon. 

Some think not fit there should be any sport 
I’ th’ country, 'tis a dish proper to th’ Court. 

Jlirth not becomes ’em ; let the saucy- swain 
Eat beef and bacon, and go sweat again. 

Besides, what sport can in the pastimes be, 

MTien all is but ridiculous foppeiy? 


FRo.^^ ‘A P.\STOR.u, Courtship.’ 

Behold these woods, and mar’rc, my sweety 
How all the boughs together meet? 

The cedar his fair arms displaj-s, 

And mixes brancies with the baja 1 
The loft}' pine deigns to descend, 

And sturdy oaks do gently 'oencL 
One with another subtly weaves 
Into one loom their larious leaves, 

As all ambitious v>'ere to be 
Mine and niy Phyllis’ canopy. 

Let ’s enter and discourse our loves ; 
These are, my dear, no tell-tale gro''esI 
There dwell no pies nor parrots there, 

To prate again the words they hear. 

Nor babbling echo, that wiii teU 
The neighbouring hills one syllable. 
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Now let me sit, and fix mine eyes 
On thee, that art my paradise. 

Tliou art my all ; my spring remains 
In the fair violets of thy veins ; 

And that you are my summer’s day. 
Ripe cherries in thy lips display. 

And when for autumn 1 would seek, 

’Tis in the apples of thy check. 

But that which only moves my smart, 

Is to sec winter in thy heart. 

Sponge, when at once in one appear 
All the four seasons of the year ! 

I’ll clasp that neck, where should be set 
A rich and orient carcanet. 

But swains are poor ; admit of, then, 
More natural chains — the arms of men. 


To Ben Jonson. 

I was not bom to Helicon, nor dare 
Presume to think myself a Muse’s heir. 

I have no title to P.amassns Hill 
Nor any acre of it by the will 
Of a dead ancestor, nor could I be 
Ought but a tenant unto poetry. 

But thy adoption quits me of all fear. 

And makes me challenge a child’s portion there. 
I am akin to heroes, being thine. 

And part of my alliance is divine, 

Orpheus, Musteus, Homer too, beside 
Thy brothers by the Roman mother’s side ; 

As Ovid, Virgil, and the Latin IjTe 

That is so like thee, Horace ; the whole quire 

Of poets are, by thy adoption, all 

My uncles ; thou hast given me power to call 

Pheebus himself my grandsire ; by this grant 

Each sister of the Nine is made my aunt. 

Q 


VOL. II. 
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GOj you that reckon from a large descent 
Your lineal honours, and are n-ell content 
To glor>’' in the age of your great name. 
Though on a herald’s faith you build the same: 
I do not envy 5’'ou, nor think you blest 
Though you may bear a Gorgon on your crest 
By direct line from Perseus ; I will boast 
No further tlian my father; that’s the most 
I can, or should be proud of; and I were 
Unworthy his adoption, if that here 
I should be dull}' modest 



WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT. 


[Bork, according to one authorit}'. at Bnrford in Oxfordshire, Angnst 1 6th, 
t6i; ; according to another, at Northway in Gloucestershire, in September 
i6ii. From 1628 he chiefly resided at Oxford, where he died of the 
‘ camp disease’ November 29th, if 45. His plays and poems were collected 
and published in 1651.3 

• Cartwright, whom his academical and literary contemporaries 
regarded as a phenomenon, is to us chiefly interesting as a tj'pe. 
If it be .allowable to regard as extravagant the tendencies re- 
presented by him in both his life and his poetry, he may justly be 
remembered by a sufficiently prominent title among English poets 
— that of the tj^iically e.xtravagant O.xford resident o'" his period. 
He was a most- enthusiastic royalist in the most royalist citj’ and 
community of the kingdom ; and, in a sense, he died a martyr 
to his political sentiment. In an age of ‘ florid and seraphical 
preachers,’ this designation was attached distinctively to the 
youthful succentor of Salisbury Cathedral and junior proctor of 
the University'. It is therefore but natural that among the pane- 
gyrical poets of an age given to panegyric, Cartwright's efforts in 
this direction should have remained unsurpassed. His muse 
devoted herself with that unshrinking courtliness which has often 
characterised our old Universities to singing the praises of the 
King, the Queen, their ‘fourth child,’ their ‘sixth child,’ and all 
the royal family, as occasion might demand, invite or suggest. 
When ‘ our happy Charles ’ recov-ered from the terrible epidemic 
of his times, Cartwright, in the first of the poems given here, was 
at hand with an exercise of flattery', which in its central conceit 
was afterwards imitated, but hardly equalled, by the youthful 
Dryden. Other events belonging to the sphere of the Court 
chronicler prompted longer and loftier strains : returns from 
journeys across the border or abroad, marriages, and above all 
occasions sacred to Lucina, the favourite deity', and indeed the 

Q3 
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salest inspiration, of panegyrical poets. In default of these, there 
were the deaths of noblemen and gentlewomen, and the advents 
of promising Vice-Chancellors to be sung, or the merits of brother 
dramatists past or present, a Fletcher or a Killigrew, to be 
extolled, and tliere was the' living ‘Father of Poets,’ Ben Jonson, 
to be venerated coram f7tbUco by his pious son. 

And yet Ben Jonson himself, among whose foibles it was not to 
overpraise even friends and followers, was not in error when he 
proclaimed of ‘his son Cartniight’ that he ‘wTOte all like a man.’ 
Cartwright, though his study of Horace and Martial had failed to 
teach him the grace of simplicity, was a sure and a ripe scholar ; 
and he moves among classical illustrations and allusions with an 
almost alarming ease. His conceits, fetched from far and near, 
and jostling one another in their superabundance, mark him out 
as a genuine member of the Fantastic School of poets. In his lines 
To the Memory of Ben Jonson, he blames his fellow-playwrights, 

‘who into one piece do 

Throw all that they can say, and thiir friends too, 

Pumping themselves for o e term’s noise so dry 
As if they made their wills in poetry.’ 

Among non-dramatic poets at all events, Cartwright is as amen- 
able to this very charge of too visible effort as any other mem or 


of the school to which he belongs. , 

Of the higher imaginative power and tenderer grace to be foua ^ 
in some of the members of that school CartwTight has but c'v 
traces. But he possessed a real rhetorical inventiveness, an an 
extraordinary felicity of expression. These gifts he was a c » 
display on occasions of the most opposite and diverse charac 
great and small, public and private,— from the occurrence o 
unexampled frost to the publication of a treatise on ne a 
vaulting. Yet even with a panegyrical poet of ‘ ‘nd 

School the relations between his theme and his own 
sentiments are of the highest importance. In ingenuity a 
can hardly be said to have elsewhere su^assc le cubfcct, 
of the three following pieces, congenial to himsel in i 
though elaborately singular in treatment. For ‘ of 
be asserted that this Ordination poem achieves i 
being altogether unique, without being aftoget er m. (j,cme 
On the other hand, there could be no more co ^ 

for elegiac verse than a premature death ; but 
occ.asion of the kind here reprinted are out o 
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On His Majesty’s Recovery from the Small-Pox, 

1633- 

I do confess, the over-fonvard tongue 
Of public duty turns into a VTOng, 

And after-ages, which could ne’er conceive 
Our happy CHARLES so frail as to receive 
Such a disease, will know it by the noise 
Which we have made in shouting forth our joys ; 

And our informing duty only be 
A well-meant spite, or loyal injury. 

Let then the name be alter’d ; let us say 
They were small stars fix’d in a Milky-way, 

Or faithful turquoises, which Heaven sent 
For a discovery, not a punishment ; 

To show the ill, not make it ; and to tell 
By their pale looks the bearer was not well. 

Let the disease forgotten be, but may 
The joy return us yearly as the day ; 

Let there be new computes, let reckoning be 
Solemnly made from His recovery; 

Let not the Kingdom’s Acts hereafter run 
From His (though happy) Coronation, 

But from His Health, as in a better strain. 

That plac’d Him on His throne ; This makes Him reign. 



V,'1!.UAM CAnrn’KlGllT. 
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A Ki;\v' YrAn’s Gut to Bkias Lord Disitor Of Sarum uro.T 
Tin: Author’s r.NTiiRiKG into Hory Ordi:rs, 163S. 

Ko'v that tlic villaj:;c reverence doth lie hid, 

As F.j^'pt’s Wisdom did. 

In birds and beasts, and that the tenant’s soul 
Goes with liis New-year’s fowl ; 

So that the cock and hen speak more 
Now, than in fables heretofore ; 

And that the feather'd thin;^s 
Truly make love have winjjs : 

Tltough we no ilyinfr present have to pay, 

A quill yet snatch’d from thence may sign the day. 

Hut, being the Canon bars me wit and wine, 

Knjoining the true Vine, 

Being the bays must yield unto the Cross, 

And all be now one loss ; 

,So that my raptures arc to steal 
And knit themselves in one pure zeal, 

And that my each day’s breath 
Must be a daily death : 

Without all strain or fury I must than ' 

Tell you this Xcw-ycar brings you a new man. 

New, not as th’ year, to run tlic same course o’er 
Which it hath nin before, 

Lest in the man himself there be a round, 

As in his humour’s- found, 

And that rctunt seem to make good 
Circling of actions, as of blood. 

Motion, as in a mill, 

Js busy standing still ; 

And by such wheeling we but thus prevail. 

To make the serpent swallow his own tail. 


’ then. 


moisture, i. e. the blood. 
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Nor new by solemnising looser toys, 

And erring with less noise, 

Taking the flag and trumpet from the sin,- 
So to * offend within ; 

As some men silence loud perfumes 
And draw them into shorter rooms : 
This will be understood 
More war}', not more good. 

Sins too may be severe, and so, no doubt, 
The vice but only sour’d, not rooted out. 


But new, by th’ using of each part aright, 
Changing both step and sight ; 

That false direction come not from the eye. 

Nor the foot tread awry; 

That neither i/tai the way aver 
Which doth toward fame, or profit, err. 

Nor Hit's tread that path which 
Is not the right, but rich ; 

That thus the foot being fix’d, thus led the eye, 
I pitch my walk low, but my prospect high. 


New too, to teach my opinions not t’ submit 
To favour, or to wit ; 

Nor yet to walk on edges, where they may 
Run safe in broader way; 

Nor to search out for new paths, where 
Nor tracks nor footsteps do appear. 
Knowing that deeps are ways 
Where no impression stays ; 

Nor servile thus, nor curious, may I then 
Approve my faith to Heaven, my life to men. 


’ so as to. 
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But I who thus present myself as new, 

Am thus made new by you. 

Had not your rays dwelt on me, one long night 
Had shut me up from sight. 

Your beams exhale me from among 
Things tumbling in the common throng. 
Who thus with your fire bums, 

Now gives not, but returns. 

To others then be this a day of thrift ; 

They do receive ; but you, sir, make the gift. 


On a Virtuous young Gentlewoman thyt died 

SUDDENLY. 

When the old flarafng Prophet climb'd the sky, 
Who, at one glimpse, did vanish, and not die. 

He made more preface to a death than this : 

So far from sick, she did not breathe amiss. 

She, who to Heaven more heaven doth annex, 
^Vhose lowest thought was above all our sex. 
Accounted nothing death but t’ be repriev’d. 

And died as free from sickness as she liv’d. 

Others are dragg’d away, or must be driven, 

She only saw her time and stepp’d to Heaven, 
Where Seraphims view all her glories o’er 
As one return’d, that had been there before. 

For while she did this lower world adorn. 

Her body seem’d rather assum’d than bom ; 

So rarefied, advanc’d, so pure and whole, 

That body might have been another’s soul ; 

And equally a miracle it were. 

That she could die or that she could live hcr& 
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^lite zr.} Li\-ing as a political szrs^erf, with scanty means anfi no 
prospects, lie had no enconrageincnt to v.-rite. ‘ The soul mest be 
niled with bright and delightm! ideas when it undertakes to com- 
mnnicate dehght to others, which is the main end of noesj'.'" He 
was seriously turning his thoughts awaj- from Cromwelis England ; 
planning an ‘obscure retreat’ in the American plantations: and 
the book was to be a legacy to the world to which he would soon 
be dead. ^As everj- one knows, times changed, and he did not go 
to America. The Restomtion brought him. not success indeed — 
his failure to obtain the Mastership of the Savoy was pathetierJIy 
bewailed by him — hut relief from all pressing necessities, and a 
quiet home first at Barnes and then at Chensey. no: beyond the 
reach of visits fi-om Eveija and Dean Sprat and other appreciative 
friends. In such surroundings he made his peace with the Muse 
and wrote during the years that remained to him some of his best 
poems. 

The diiisions of the Folio are (l) rifz'sctlhzzzzrs, including.'f-"r- 
cr£C 7 zi:qu£S ; (2) The htUsircss, a colleaion of love poems ; (3) Pzf-- 
darzqtte Odes : {4I Davzdeis, an heroic poem of the troubles of 
Da\id ; and, in the later issues, (5} I'ersesczz z-arzh;zs e.-eas;cr.s. anc 
(6) Scvenzl DzseuL'rses fy evay of EEsays />; verse czzd frose. Tns 
Miscellaz’.zes, he tells us, are poems presezred by chance from a 
much larger number — some of them the works of his early youtn- 
and some. like the celebrated Eleg%* on Crashaw, belonging to fn=' 
best years. MTiat we notice in these pages, as in all that Cow.c;- 
published, is his curious inabilitv- to distinguish good iroia bac . 
he prints rubbish, like the intolerable Ode ‘Here’s to thee 
side by side with the touching verses on the death of h:s fnend 
MTEiam Hervey ; he mars poem after poem with some scholastic 
absurditv' or comparison drawn from a science that has nothing m 

do with poetiy. The fine lines on Falkland, for example lines 
we should prize if only as a memorial of the friendship hs-lwK-* 
two such interesting men — these lines are mined, pccncah} 
ing. by Cowley's science. Falkland is gone on the exptaiti. 
against tiie Scots, and the poet addresses the North : 

‘Gtesl is thv cha'ge, O North! le wise cni jest: 

Engleui commits her Feihhmd to thy truit; 

Kcicm him safe: I.emming wonii mteer cziocss 
Her Eoiley or her Vetiem tc Ic=e- 
AU thing- thnt ere bet writ or printed there 
In his nntonirded breast ennraven arc. 
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fire ? (we may give two or three of his illustrations even after 
Addison’s page-long summary) ; — 


‘Another from my mistress' door 

Saw me with ej’es all watery come ; 

Nor could the hidden cause explore, 

But thought some smoke was in the room : — 

Such ignorance from nnwoimded learning came ; 

He knew tears made by smoke, but not by flame!’ 

The lover writes his love-letters in lemon-juice, t!;at the fire of his 
mistress’ eyes may bring the letters to light. At another time he 
pictures his heart as not inflammable only, but explosive : — 

‘ \Voe to her stubborn heart if once mine come 
Into the selfsame room ! 

’Twill tear and blow up all within, 

^ Like a grenado shot into a magazine.’ 

At another, the story of his love cut in the bark has burnt and 
v'ithered up the tree. Again, if love is worship, his mistress, who 
has proved unfaithful, is like the idolaters of old who sinned against 
light 

‘So the vain Gentiles, ■nhcii they left t’ adore 
One Deity, could not stop at lliousands more . . . 

Ah, fair Apostate I could’st thou think to flee 
From Truth and t oodne-s, }et keep Unity?’ 


Or again; is his mistress dressed out for conquest? Then her 
beauty, which had been a civil government before, becomes a 
tjTanny. But we have said enough ; The Mistress, Cowleys 
most elaborate and sustained effort, is clearly a failure. Nothing 
of what we require of love-poetry is there — neither grace nor glou 
nor tenderness nor truth. The passion is neither deeply fcl^ 
nor lightly^uttered. 

We cannot judge so simply the Pindai iguc Odes, a form o 
composition of which Cowley was the inventor, and which fount 
universal favour in England down to the time of Gray. He uas 
well aware that in writing in this way, which he thought to be an 
imit.ation of Pindar, he was making a questionable iniiot.ition. 

‘ I am in great doubt,’ he says, ‘ whether they will be tin Jerston 
by most readers ; nay even by very many who are veil enoii^ i 
acquainted with the common roads and ordinary tracks o 
. . . The digressions arc many and sudden, and sometinics on^,, 
according to the fashion oi all lyrics, and of Pindar above a u ’ 
living. The figures arc unusual and bold, even to temeritj,- 
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^^^latevc^ Gotl did say 

Is all thy pla n and smooth uninterrupted ■way. 

Nay, e\en beyond his works thy eotages are knowu. 

Thou ’st thousand worlds too of thine orvn 
Thou pe.ak'st. Great Queen, in the same etjlc .as he. 

And a new world leaps forth when thou sat’st Let it be!’ 

The vciy apparatus of notes with which it was permissible to issue 
the Odes en' irgcd the poet’s opportunities. In the Praise of Pindar, 
for example, we have — 


• So P ndar does new words and figures roll 
Down his impetuous dithyiambic iide 

Which in no channel deigns to abide. 
Which ncit. er banks nor dikes control ; ' 


on which the note is, ‘Banks, natural; Dikes, artificial. It will 
neither be bounded nor circumscribed bv nature nor by art.’ 
With such a means of interpretation at hand, what limit need the 
poet set on his invention ? 

And yet, -when the subject is one that interests him, Couley has 
something to say that we should not wish unsaid or said difier- 
ently. Sonorousness counts for something, after all, in the 
treatment of such themes as the future of knowledge or the fate of 
a hero and a cause. The two odes which we have chosen for 
quotation — that To Mr. Hobbes and that called Bmlits — are rightly 
grandiose, and are therefore successful. Like the other leading 
spirits of his age, Cowley looked across the passing troubles of t e 
day to the new world to which Bacon had pointed, and 
Bacon’s followers were hastening to occupy ; and of this fee m,, 
the Ode to Mr. Hobbes is the best expression. Again, the 
fact in contemporary history (the Odes were published in 
was the success of the new Ctesar, Cromwell. 
royalists like Cowley, such at least as were men of contemp a i 
not of action, threw themselves back on history' and^ phi 
and if they' could not explain the evil they paralleled 
e\ ils from which good had seemed to florv. Brutus, t e s ay^ 
Caesar, the avenger of his country'’s murder, is himsel ^ain , 
what then ? Virtue is for all that not an idol or a name . 


‘ Hold, noble B utus, and restrain 
The bobl voice of thy' generous disdain. 

Tnese mighty gulfs are yet _ ^ 

Too deep for all thy judgment and thy wit. 




242 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


No dawning mom does her hind reds display ; 

One slight weak l.eam would here be thought the day. 

No gentle stars with their fair gems of light 
Offend the tyrannous and i.nquestion’d night. 

Here Lucifer the mighty captive reigns. 

Proud, 'mi 'st his wees, and tyrant in his chains.’ 

We are driven in sheer despair to Milton : — 

‘He views 

The dismal situation waste and wild ; 

A dungeon horrible on all sides round 

As one great fiim.acc flamed: jet from those flames 

No light, but rather darfness visible, 

Served onlj' to discover sights of woe, 

Regions of sorrow, doleful sh.ades — ’ 

Here are two nearly contemporarj’ pictures ; the one full of 
gloom, profundity, terror, all coming directly from Milton’s simple 
handling of simple elements. Fire and daikncss— these are the 
physical materials of his hell, and they are left to produce their 
effect upon the reader by their own intensity and vastness, while 
the spiritual side of hell is presented in that ceaseless note of 
woe, ‘Regions of sorrow, doleful shades.’ In Milton, in effect, 
we have that ‘ union of simplicity with greatness ’ that marks the 
true epic. But Cowley’s hell is shown to us ns lying piled with 
imaginary cosinical lumber, under the caverns where metals aic 
bred, under the nests of the callow crjing tempests, under the 
court of the waters. He cannot take us to it c.xccpt through a 
labj'rinth of details, on each of which he would dwell (or a 
moment, losing sight of the end. ‘ Infant uinds,’ ‘tender voices, 
‘the vast court of the mother waters,’ the influence of gol 
cause of tides and tidelessness — what have these to do 
that is, with the deepest conception of dread and darkness ^ 

the mind can form But it is a consolation to be able to f'jj.-. 

that Cowley was dissatisfied with the Davidcis, and * 
maturity he regarded it as merely indicating to oriicrs t le 
capabilities of the Bible hiatorj'. ‘ I shall be ambitious o 
fruit from this weak and imperfect attempt of mine, 
the end of the preface, ‘but the opening of a "aj to f ic 
and industrj’ of some other persons, v ho may be >c 
perform it throughly and successfulK'.’ Llcven )e.irs . 

1. Ol ds were written appealed /’araii'/Jit bofb 

The subsequent editions of the folio contain otlicr " o > 
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A Wish. 

[Fiiat printed in Poetical JBlossomes, 2 nd edition."] 


This only grant me, that my means may lie 
Too low for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour I would have 
Not from great deeds, but good alone. 

The unknown are better than ill known ; 

Rumour can ope the grave. 

Acquaintance I would have, but when ’t depends 
Not on the number, but the choice of friends- 


Books should, not business, entertain the light, 
And sleep, as undisturb’d as death, the nighL 
My house a cottage, more 
Than palace, and should fitting be, 

For all my use, not luxury. 

My garden painted o’er 

With nature’s hand, not art’s ; and pleasures yield, 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 


Thus would I double my life’s fading space. 
For he that runs it well, twice runs his race. 

And in this true delight. 

These unbought sports, this happy state, 

1 would not fear nor wish my fate, 

But boldly say each night. 

To-morrow let my sun his beams display, 

Or in clouds hide them ; I have liv’d to-day. 
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Yet ’tis hot to adorn, and gild each part ; 

That shows more cost, than art. 

Jewels at nose and lips but ill appear ; 

Rather than all things wit, let none be there. 
Several lights will not be seen. 

If there be nothing else between. 

Men doubt, because they stand so thick i’ th’ sky. 
If those be stars which paint the gala.vy. 


'Tis not when two like words make up one noise. 
Jests for Dutch men, and English boys. 
In which who finds out wit, the same may see 
In anagrams and acrostics poetry. 

Much less can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face ; 

Such dross the fire must purge away ; ’tis just 
The author blush, there where the reader must. 


’Tis not such lines as almost crack the stage, 
When Bajazet begins to rage. 

Nor a tall metaphor in the bombast way. 

Nor the dry chips of short-lung’d Seneca; 
Nor upon alt things to obtrude. 

And force some odd similitude. 

What is it then, which like the power divine 
We only can by negatives define ? 


In ‘a true piece of wit all things must be. 

Yet all things there agree. 

As in the ark, join’d without force or strife, 

All creatures dwelt ; all creatures that had life. 
Or as the primitive forms of all 
(If we compare great things with small) 
Which without discord or confusion lie, 

In that strange mirror of the Deity. 
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But love that moulds one man up out of two. 
Makes me forget and injure you. 

I took you for myself sure when I thought 
That you in anything were to be taught. 
Correct my error with thy pen ; 

And if any ask me then, 

What thing right wit, and height of genius is, 
I’ll only shew your lines, and say, 'Tis this. 


On the Death of Mr. William Hervey. 

It was a dismal and a fearful night. 

Scarce could the Morn drive on th’ unwilling light, 
When sleep, death’s image, left my troubled breast, 
By something more like death possest. 

My eyes with tears did uncommanded flow. 

And on my soul hung the dull weight 
Of some intolerable fate. 

What bell was that? Ah me 1 Too much I know. 

' My sweet companion, and my gentle peer. 

Why hast thou left me thus unkindly here. 

Thy end for ever, and my life to moan? 

O thou hast left me all alone ! 

Thy soul and body when death’s agony 
Besieg’d around thy noble heart. 

Did not with more reluctance part 
-Than I, my dearest friend, do part from thee. 

My dearest friend, would I had died for thee 1 
Life and this world henceforth will tedious be. 

Nor shall I know hereafter what to do 

If once my griefs prove tedious too. 

Silent and sad 1 walk about all day. 

As sullen ghosts stalk speechless by 
Where their hid treasures lie ; 

Alas, my treasure ’s gone, why do I stay? 
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He was niy friend, the truest friend on earth ; 

A strong and mighty influence join’d our birth ; 
Nor did we envy the most sounding name 
By friendship giv’n of old to fame. 

None but his brethren he, and sisters knew, 

Whom the kind youth preferr’d to me ; 

And cv’n in that we did agree, 

For mucli above myself I lov^’d them too. 

Say, for you saw us, ye immortal lights. 

How oft unwearied have we sj>cnt the nights? 

Till the Ledaean stars, so fam’d for love. 

Wondered at us from above. 

We spent them not in toys, in lusts, or wine ; 

But search of deep philosophy, 

Wit, eloquence, and poetry, 

Arts which I lov’d, for they, my friend, were thine. 

Ye fields of Cambridge, out dear Cambridge, say, 
Have ye not seen us walking every’ day? 

Was there a tree about which did not know 
The love betwixt us two ? 

Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade. 

Or your sad branches thicker join. 

And into darksome shades combine. 

Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid. 

Henceforth no learned youths beneath you sing, 

Till all the tuneful birds t’ your boughs they bring ; 
No tuneful birds play with their wonted cheer, 

And call the learned youths to hear ; 

No whistling winds through the glad branches fly. 
But all with sad solemnity, 

Mute and unmoved be. 

Mute as the grave wherein my friend does he. 

To him my muse made haste with every’ strain 
Whilst it was new, and warm yet from the brain. 
He lov’d my -worthless rhy’mes, and like a friend 
Would find out something to commend. 
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Hence now, my muse, tliou canst not me delight ; 
Be this my latest verse 
With which I now adorn his hearse, 

And this my grief without tliy help shall write. 

Had I a wreath of bays about my brow 
I should contemn that flourishing honour now, 
Condemn it to the fire, and joy to hear 
It rage and crackle there. 

Instead of bays, crown with sad cj'prcss me ; 
Cypress which tombs does beautify ; 

Not Phoebus griev’d so much as I 
For him, who first was made that mournful tree. 

Large was his soul ; as large a soul as e’er 
Submitted to inform a body here ; 

High as the place ’twas shortly in heav’n to have. 
But low, and humble as his grave ; 

So high that all the virtues there did come 
As to their chiefest seat 
Conspicuous, and great; 

So low that for me too it made a room. 

He scorn’d this busy world below, and all 
That we, mistaken mortals, pleasure call ; 

Was .filled with innocent gallantry and truth. 
Triumphant o’er the sins of youth. 

He like the stars, to which he now is gone. 

That shine with beams like flame, 

Yet bum not with the same. 

Had all the light of youth, of the fire none. 

Knowledge he only sought, and so soon caught. 

As if for him knowledge had rather sought ; 

Nor did more learning ever crowded lie 
In such a short mortality. 

When e’er the skilful youth discours’d or writ, 

Still did the notions throng 
About his eloquent tongue. 

Nor could his ink flow faster than his wit. 
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So strong a wit did nature to Iiim frame, 

As all tilings but liis judgment overcame ; 

His judgment like the hcav’nly m.oon did show, 
Temp’ring that mighty sea below. 

Oh had he lived in learning’s world, w'hat bound 
Would have been able to control 
His overpowering soul ? 

We have lost in him arts that not yet are found. 

His mirth was the pure spirits of various wit, 

Yet never did his God or friends forget. 

And when deep talk and trisdom came in %'iew, 
Retir’d and gave to them their due. 

For the rich help of books he always took. 

Though his own searching mind bclbre 
Was so with notions written o’er 
As if wise nature had made that her book. 

So many virtues join’d in him, as we 
Can scarce pick here and there in history. 

More than old n-riters’ practice e’er could reacli, 

As much as they could ever teach. 

These did religion, queen of Hrtues, sway. 

And all their sacred motions steer, 

Just like the first and highest sphere 
\Miich wheels about, and turns all heawn one way. 

With as much zeal, devotion, piety, 

He always liv’d, as other saints do die. 

Still with his soul severe account he kept, 

Weeping all debts out ere he slept. 

Then down in peace and innocence he lay. 

Like the sun’s laborious light, 

^^^lich still in water sets at night. 

Unsullied uith his journey of the day. 

Wondrous young man, why* wert thou made so good. 
To be snatdied hence ere better understood ? 
Snatched before half of thee enough was seen 1 
Thou ripe, and yet thy life but green ! 
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Nor could thy friends take their last sad farewell, 
But danger and infectious death 
Maliciously seiz’d on that breath 
WHierc life, spirit, pleasure always us’d to dwell 

But happy thou, ta’en from this frantic age, 

Where ignorance and hypocrisy docs rage ! 

A fitter time for heaven no soul ere chose. 

The place now only free from those. 

There ’mong the blest thou dost for ever shine. 
And wheresoe’er thou cast thy view 
Upon that white and radiant crew, 

Sce’st not a soul cloth’d with more light than thinC. 

And if the glorious saints cease not to know 
Their wretched friends who fight with life below ; 
Thy flame to me docs still the same abide. 

Only more pure and rarified. 

There whilst immortal hymns thou dost rehearse, 
TVsew Aest vjvtVt VteVy see 
Our dull and earthly poesy, 

Where grief and misery can be joined with verse. 


The Chronicle. A Ballad. 

Margarita first possest. 

If I remember well, my breast, 
Margarita first of all ; 

But when awhile the wanton maid 
With my restless heart had played, 
Martha took the flying ball 

Martha soon did it resign 
4 To the beauteous Catharine. 
Beauteous Catharine gave place 
(Though loth and angry she to part 
With the possession of my heart) 

To Elisa’s conquering face. 
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Elisa till this hour might reign 

Had she not evil counsels ta’en. 
Fundamental laws she broke, 

And still new favourites she chose, 

Till up in arms my passions rose. 

And cast away her yoke. 

Mary then and gentle Ann 

Both to reign at once began. 
Alternately they sway’d, 

And sometimes Mary was the fair. 

And sometimes Ann the crorni did wear» 
And sometimes both I obeyld. 

Another Mary then arose 

And did rigorous laws impose. 

A mighty tyrant she ! 

Long, alas, should I have been. 

Under that iron-sceptered Queen, 

Had net. Helaetea set, tne free. 

\Vlien fair Rebecca set me free, 

’Twas then a gclden time with me. 
But soon those pleasures fled. 

For the gracious Princess died 
In her youth and beauty’s pride. 

And Judith reigned in her stead. 

One month, three days, and half an houf 
Judith held the sovereign power. 
Wondrous beautiful her face. 

But so weak and small her wit. 

That she to govern was unfit. 

And so Susanna took her place. 

But when Isabella came 

Arm’d with a resistless flame 
And th’ artillery of her eye ; 

Whilst she proudly marched about 
Greater conquests to find out. 

She beat out Susan by the by. 
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On the Death of Mr. Crashaw, 

Poet and Saint ! to thee alone are given 
The two most sacred names of earth and HeaveiJj 
The hard and rarest union which can be 
Next that of godhead with liiimanity. 

Long' did the muses Ijanish’d slaves abide, 

And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 

Like Moses thou (though spells and charms withstand) 
Hast brought them nobly home back to their Holy Land. 

Ah wretched we, poets of earth ! but thou 
Wert living the same poet which thou ’rt now. 

Whilst angels sing to thee their airs divine. 

And joy in an applause so great as thine. 

Equal society with them to hold, 

Thou need'st not make new songs, but say the old- 
And they (kind spirits !) shall all rejoice to see 
How little less than they, exalted man may be. 

Still the old heathen gods in numbers dwell, 

The heavenliest thing on earth still keeps up bell. 

Nor have we yet quite purg’d the Christian land ; 

Still idols here like calves at Bethel stand. 

And though Pan’s death long since all oracles broke, 

Yet still in rhyme the fiend Apollo spoke : 

Nay with the worst of heathen dotage we 
(Vain men !) the monster woman deify ; 

Find stars, and tie our fates there in a face. 

And paradise in them, by whom we lost it, place. 

What different faults corrupt our muses th>is ? 

Wanton as girls, as old wives fabulous ! 

Thy spotless muse, like Mary, did contain 
The boundless godhead ; she did well disdain 
That her eternal verse employed should be 
On a less subject than eternity ; 

And for a sacred mistress scorn’d to take 

But her whom God himself scorn’d not his spouse to make. 

It (in a kind) her miracle did do ; 

A fruitful mother was, and virgin too, 
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[AnacreotitiquesJ] 

Drinking. 

Tlie thirsty earth soaks up the rain, 

And drinks, and gapes for drink again, 
The plants suck in the earth, and are 
With constant drinking fresh and fair. 

The sea itself, Avhich one, would think 
Should have but little need of drink. 
Drinks ten thousand rivers up, 

So fill’d that they oerflow the cup. 

The busy sun (and one would guess 
By its drunken fieiy' face no less) 

Drinks up the sea, and when he’s done. 
The moon and stars drink up the sun. 
They drink and dance by their own light, 
Tliey fifink and revel all fhe niglrL 
Nothing in nature ’s sober found, 

But an eternal health goes round. 

Fill up the bowl then, fill it high, 

Fill all the glasses there, for why 
Should every creature drink but I, 

Why, man of moials, tell me why? 

The Swallow. 

Foolish prater, what dost thou 
So early at my window do 
With thy tuneless serenade ? 

Well’t had been had Tereus made 
Thee as dumb as Philomel ; 

There his knife had done but well. 

In thy undiscovered nest. 

Thou dost all the winter rest, 

Aiid dreamest o’er thy summer joys 
Free from the stormy season’s noise : 
Free from th’ill thou’st done to me, 
Who disturbs or seeks out thee ? 
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Hadst thou all the charming notes 
Of the wood’s poetic throats, 

All thy art could never pay 
What thou ’st ta’en from me away ; 

Cruel bird, thou 'st ta’en away 
A dream out of my arms to-day, 

A dream that ne’er .must equall’d be 
By all that waking eyes may see. 

Thou this damage to repair. 

Nothing half so sweet or fair, 

Nothing half so good canat bring. 

Though men say, thou bring’st the spring. 


4 - 

[From The Mistress.'] 

The Spring. 

Though you be absent here, I needs must say 
The trees as beauteous are, and flowers as gay, 

As ever they were wont to be ; 

Nay the birds’ rural music too 
Is as melodious and free. 

As if they sung to pleasure you : 

I saw a rose-bud ope this mom ; I’ll swear 
The blushing morning open’d not more fair. 

How could it be so fair, and you an’ay? 

How could the trees be beauteous, flowers so gay? 
Could they remember but last year. 

How you did them, they you delight, 

The sprouting leaves which saw you here. 

And call’d their fellows to the sight, 

Would, looking round for the same sight in vain, 
Creep back into their silent barks again. 

VOL. II. S 
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Where’er you walk’d trees were as reverend made^ 

As when of old gods dwelt in every shade. 

Is’t possible they should not know. 

What loss of honour they sustain, 

That thus they smile and flourish now, 

And still their former pride retain ? 

Dull creatures ! ’tis not without cause that she, 

Who fled the god of wit, was made a tree. 

In ancient times sure they much wiser were, 

When they rejoic’d the Thracian verse to hear; 

In vain did nature bid them stay, 

When Orpheus had his song begun, 

They call’d their wondering roots away, 

And bade them silent to him run. 

How would those learned trees have followed you? 

You would have drawn them, and their poet too. 

But who can blame them now? for, since you’re gone^ 
They’re here the only fair, and shine alone. 

You did their natural rights invade ; 

Where ever you did walk or sit. 

The thickest boughs could make no shade, 
Although the Sun had granted it : 

The lairest flowers could please no more, near you. 
Than painted flowers, set next to them, could do. 

When e’er then you come hither, that shall be 
The time, w’hich this to others is, to me. 

The little joys which here are now. 

The name of punishments do bear. 

When by their sight they let us know 
How we depriv’d of greater are. 

’Tis you the best of seasons with you bring ; 

This is for beasts, and that for men the spring. 



■m-: /:xGus// r<'>LTS. 




lloiv happy h'rii slio.jUl I, 

Ainl one clear she live, .v.id cnihraclnj: did 
She who al! the '.voild, ritul car, c'tclucie 
in deserts s.r’i<s!dt:, 

I sliOuUl hn\e tiicn this only fear, 

Lest men. ulicn they niy pkMsnrc, '■ce, 

Should hither thresi" to lice liUc n\c. 

And make .n city heroe 

c. 

P’roro ri>. O-'-t.j 

To Mr. HoL'i;!.--. 

Vast bodies of pliilnsoplty 

1 oft iiave seen, .and rea'l, 

But all are bodies de.'.d, 

Or bodies, by .art f.ish.ioitcd ; 

J never yet the lie ins’ souJ con’d see, 

But in thy boohs .and thee. 

'Tis only God c.an hnoev 
Vlicthcr the fair idea thou dost show 
Agree entirely with liis own or no; 

This I dare boldly tell, 

’Tis so like truth ’twill serve our turn as cvclL 
Just .as in nature thy proportions be, 

As full of concord tlicir v.aricty. 

As firm the parts upon their centre rest, 

And .all so solid .arc that they, at le.ast 
As much .as nature, emptiness detest. 

Long did the mighty St.agiritc retain 
The univcrs.al intellectual reign, 

Saw his own country's short-lived leopard ' slain ; 

The stronger Rom.an eagle did outfly, 

Oftener renew cd his age, and saw tlint die ; 

Mecca itself, in spite of M.ahomet possessed, 

And chas'd by a wild deluge front the e.ist, 

His monarchy new planted in the west, 

* The Macedonian empire. See the commentators on Daniel, eh. 7» 
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But .IS in time c.icli great imperial race 
Degenerates, and gives some new one place, 

So did this noble empire w.istc, 

Sunk by degrees from glories past, 

And in the school-men’s hands it perished quite .at Last. 

Then nought but words it grew, 

.And those all barbarous too. 

It perished, and it vanished there. 

The life and sold brc.ath’d out became but empty .air. 

The fields which answer’d well the ancients’ plough. 

Spent and outworn return no hars'csl now, 

In barren age wild and unglorious lie, 

And boast of p.ast fertility, 

The poor relief of present poverty. 

Food and fruit we now must want 
Unless new lands we plant. 

We break up tombs with sacrilegious hands ; 

Old’ rubbish we remove ; 

To «'.alk in mins, like v.ain ghosts, ive love, 

And with fond divining wands 
We search among the dead 
For treasures buried, 

Whilst still the liberal earth does hold 
So many virgin mines of undiscovered gold. 

The Baltic, Euxinc, and the Caspian, 

And slendcr-limbcd Mediterranean, 

Seem narrow creeks to thee, and only fit 
For the poor wctchcd fisher-boats of wit. 

Thy nobler vessel the vast ocean tries, 

And nothing secs but seas and skies, 

Till unknown regions it descries. 

Thou great Columbus of the golden lands of new philosophies I 
Thy task was harder much than his, 

For tliy ieam’d America is 
Not only found out first by thee, 

And rudely left to future industry. 

But thy eloquence and thy wit 
Has planted, peopled, built, and civiliz’d it. 
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I little thought before, 

(Nor, being my own self so poor, 

Could comprehend so vast a store) 

That all the wardrobe of rich eloquence, 
Could have afforded half enough, 

Of bright, of new, and lasting stuff, 

To clothe the mighty limbs of thy gigantic sense. 

Thy solid reason like the shield from heaven 
To the Trojan hero given. 

Too strong to take a mark from any mortal dart. 

Yet shines with gold and gems in every part. 

And wonders on it grav’d by the learn’d hand of art ; 
A shield that gives delight 
Even to the enemies’ sight, 

Then when they’re sure to lose the combat by’t. 


Nor can the snow which now cold age does shed 
Upon thy reverend head 
Quench or allay the noble fires within, 

But all which thou hast been 

And all that youth can be thou’rt yet. 

So fully still dost thou 
Enjoy the manhood, and the bloom of wit. 

And all the natural heat, but not the fever too. 

So contraries on .Etna’s top conspire. 

Here hoary frosts, and by them breaks out fire. 

A secure peace the faithful neighbours keep, 

Th’ emboldened snow next to the flame does sleep. 

And if we weigh, like thee. 

Nature, and causes, we shall see 
That thus it needs must be : 

To things immortal time can" do no wrong. 

And that which never is to die, for ever must be young. 
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ExccHcnt Rrutur., of nil human race 

llic best till nature was improvci! by ftrace, 

'HU tnen above themselves faith raised more 
Tlinn reason tibovc beasts before ; 

Virtue was thy life’s reiitrc, and from thence 
IJid silently and constantly dispense 
The }.;cntlc vigorous inthicnce 
To all the wide and fair circumference : 

And nil the parts upon it lenn’d so easily, 

Obey’d the mighty force so willingly, 

That none could discord or disorder sec 
In all their contmricty ; 

Each had his motion natural and free. 

And the whole no more moved than the whole world could ba 

From ihy strict nilc some thinh that thou didst swerve 
(Mistaken honest men) in Caesar’s blood ; 

■What mercy could the tyrant’s life deserve. 

From him who kill’d himself rather than servo? 

Th’ heroic exaltations of good 

Are so far from understood, 

We count them vice : alas, our sight’s so ill. 

That things which swiftest move seem to stand still. 

We look not upon virtue in her height. 

On her supreme idea, brave and bright. 

In the original light : 

But as her beams reflected pass 
Through our own nature or ill custom’s glass. 

And ’tis no wonder so. 

If with dejected eye 
In standing pools we seek the sky, 

Tliat stars so high above should seem to us below. 
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Can we stand by and see 
Our mother rohb’d, and bound, and ravish’d be, 

Yet not to her assistance stir, 

Pleas’d with the strength and beauty of the ravisher? 
Or shall we fear to kill him, if before 

The cancell'd name of friend he bore? 
Ungrateful Brutus do they call? 

Ungrateful Caesar who could Rome enthrall! 

An act more barbarous and unnatural 
(In th’ exact balance of true rirtue tried) 

Than his successor Nero’s parricide ! 

There’s none but Brutus could desen-e 
That all men else should wish to serve, 

And Caesars usurped place to him should proffer ; 
None can deserve ’t but he who would refuse the offer. 


Ill fate assumed a body thee P affright, 

And wrapped itself i' th’ terrors of the night, 

I’ll meet thee at Philippi, said the sprite ; 

I’ll meet thee there, saidst thou, 

With such a voice, and such a brow, 

As put the trembling ghost to sudden flight. 

It vanished as a taper’s light 

Goes out when spirits appear in sight. 

One would have thought ’t had heard the morning crow. 
Or seen her well-appointed star 
Come marching up the eastern hill afar. 

Nor durst it in Philippi’s field appear, 

But unseen attacked thee there. 

Had it presumed in any shape thee to oppose, 

Thou wouldst have forced it back upon thy foes ; 

Or slain ’t like Cresar, though it be 
A conqueror and a monarch mightier far than he. 


Wliat joy can human things to us afford. 

When we see perish thus by odd events, 

111 men, and wTetched accidents. 

The best cause and best man that ever drew a sword? 
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Night, and her ugly subjects thou dost fright, 

And sleep, the lazy owl of night ; * 

Ashamed and fearful to appear 
They screen their horrid shapes with the black hemisphere. 

With them there hastes, and wildly takes the alarm. 

Of painted dreams a busy swarm, 

At the first opening of thine eye. 

The various clusters break, the antic atoms fly. 

The guilty serpents, and obscener beasts, 

Creep conscious to their secret rests : 

Nature to thee does reverence pay, 

111 omens and ill sights removes out of thy way. 

At thy appearance, grief itself is said 

To shake his wings, and rouse his head. 

And cloudy care has often took 
A gentle beamy smile reflected from thy look. 

At thy appearance, fear itself grows bold ; 

Thy sunshine melts away his cold. 

Encourag’d at the sight of thee. 

To the cheek colour comes, and firmness to the knee. 

AVhen, goddess, thou lift’st up thy waken’d head 
Out of the morning’s purple bed, 

Thy quire of birds about thee play, 

And all the joyful world salutes the rising day. 

All the world’s bravery that delights our eyes 
Is but thy sev’ral liveries. 

Thou the rich dye on them bestowest. 

Thy nimble pencil paints this landscape as thou goest. 

A crimson garment in the rose thou wear’st ; 

A crown of studded gold thou bearist. 

The virgin lilies in their white, 

Are clad but with the lawn of almost naked light ! 
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The work he did we ought t’ admire, 

And were unjust if we should more require 
From his few years, divided ’twixt th’ excess 
Of low affliction and high happiness. 

For who on things remote can fix his sight. 
That 's always in a triumph, or a fight ? 


7- 

[From the Di-cotirse. by IVay of Essays^ 

On Solitude. 

Hail, old patrician trees, so great and good! 
Hail ye plebeian underwood ! 

Where the poetic birds rejoice, 

And for their quiet nests and plenteous food, 
Pay with their grateful voice. 

Hail, the poor muse’s richest manor seat 1 
Ye country houses and retreat. 

Which all the happy gods so love, 

That for you oft they quit their bright and great 
Metropolis above. 

Here nature does a house for me erect. 

Nature the wisest architect. 

Who those fond artists does despise 
That can the fair and living trees neglect, 

Yet the dead timber prize. 

Here let me careless and unthoughtful lying, 
Hear the soft winds above me flying 
With all their wanton boughs dispute. 

And the more tuneful birds to both replying, 

Nor be myself too mute. 

A silver stream shall roll his waters near. 

Gilt with the sunbeams here and there. 

On whose enamel’d bank I’ll walk. 

And see how prettily they smile, and hear 
How prettily they talk. 
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[Edmu.vd Waixek was born, March 3, 1605, at Colcshill in Wanviclc* 
shire. At seventeen years of .age he was elected member of ])arliamcnt lor 
Agmondeshara. He married early, and lost his wife soon ; after her death 
he paid court to Lady Dorothy Sidney, daughter of the Earl of Leicester. 
He protracted his unsuccessful suit, celebrating the lady under the title of 
Sacharissa, until in 1639 she married the Earl of Sunderland. In 1640 he 
entered parliament again, and made himself lemarlcable by his opposition 
to the King s measures, but when the Civil War became imminent he took 
the Royalist side In 1643 he was anesttd as one of the leaders of a plot 
against the Parliament, and having with difficulty pieserved his life, pro- 
ceeded to France on his release. After some years he returned to England 
and made his peace with Cromwell ; at the Restoration he eagerly' laid his 
homage at the feet of Charles II. He was made Provost of Eton, and sat 
in several parliaments after the Restoration. He died of dropsy at Beacons- 
field, in Buckinghamshire, on the 21st of October, 16S7. His poems, first 
published in 1643, "’ore very frequently reprinted during his life-time, and 
always with additions.] ' 

The reputation of Waller has sufTered greater fluctuation of 
fortune than that of any other English poet. In his youth, he 
was outshone by the last great Elizabethans, his contemporaries ; 
during the Civil Wars he gradually rose to be considered second 
only to Cowley. After the Restoration, and when that writer was 
in his grave, Waller found himself still more popular, and when 
he died, at a very great age, the wits and critics, with Thomas 
Ry'mer at their head, exalted him to the first place in the English 
Parnassus. Until the end of the century it was tacitly admitted 
that Waller was the greatest English poet. The juster sense of 
Addison and of Pope curtailed these extravagant honours, while 
leaving to Waller the praise of unrivalled sweetness. In the 
hands of Gray, Johnson and Cowper, Waller sank gradually back 





into tlu' ntni: nnd filt; of port*', wlnli; the critics of tlio boi’inninj; n) 
oar rcntnn’ went turlhcr still, and denied him all lyrirai merit. 
Of l.itc even hi*. Iii*tor!C.i) pnsitttm ha*; bi-en .T-sailed. and tlierc is 
perhaps no f.nn'.ons writer at the pn-.-ent moment so little read or 
considered ns Waller. Hut the sc.ilc has ccri.ninh descended ton 
far on the side of dispraise, and it is tintc to insist on the part 
iiiled by this poet in the progress of our literature. 

It svas lltyden uho, ssith his nsu.al nice discrimination, first 
observed tbe fiu.tlity in which Waller difiered from all the WTiters 
of his time. In the pref.irc to 7 /;.' /iVrsr/ Lit ties, 166.5, that preat 
critic rem.nrhs : " llie excellence and dignity of rhyme were never 
fully known til! Mr. Waller tanpht it ; he first made writintt e.'isily 
an art, first showed us to conclude the sense, most commonly, in 
distichs, which in the verse of tho.se before him runs on for so 
m.any lines together, that the reader is out of breath to overtake 
it.’ Half a century later, Voh.nirc p.irn5>!irased .md cnlarpcd this 
criticism of Drj'den’s in I,nn"iia"c which lias become more famou.s, 
but which is far from bcin;; so pithy or so exact. It is not true, as 
Voltaire would teach us, that sweetness of versification, the art of 
liquid numbers, was invented by Waller, but it is true, as Dryden 
noted, that Waller was the first English poet to adopt the French 
fashion of writing in couplets, instead of cnjnmbmcnts. He seems 
to have been born as nc.at a poet as he died : liis complimentary 
jiiccc, c.alled His Majesty's Escape at St. Atuirc^vs, has the full 
character of August.an vcr.se, and was wruten as early as 1633, 
We have given an c-xtract from this poem in our selection, not on 
nccouni of its intrinsic merit so much ns on account of its extra- 
ordinary interest ns the first note of classicism in English poetry. 
From this piece, through Denham, Dryden, Pope, Johnson, Dar- 
win, the chain of heroic distich-writing passes unbroken down to 
Ettciisit Bar.is at: I Scotch Rc^'icteers, a progress of nearly two 
hundred years. It w.as long before W.aller gained a single 
imitator, and tbe old system of enjambments coniinucd in fashion 
until the Restoration, with its tide of thought setting from I'r.ancc, 
swept it aivay. The Pltarcuttida of Chainbcriayne, 1659, .and the 
Jhcalmc. attd Clcarcitus of Chalkhill, 16S3, were the last heroic 
poems in the old style, and Waller, wlio had for years written 
.alone in the French manner, lived to see his experiment univer- 
s.ally adopted. If we consider this fact, and moreover the satis- 
faction with which the new mechanic .art of rhyming was regarded, 
tve shall not wonder at the immense reputation of Waller. It is, 




272 


THE ENGLISH POETS. 


moreover, only fair to note that he persevered twenty years in his 
new versification before he gained his first disciple, Denham. 

Waller continued to polish his verses, and to add to them, for 
nearly sixty years, yet they remained a slender collection to the 
last. If we except his absurd dramatic efforts, a travesty of the 
Maid's Tragedy va. rhyme, and a certain share in the holiday tash, 
set by Orinda to the wits, of translating a play by Corneille, the 
body of his poems does not much exceed five thousand lines. In 
his youth he uTote a florid epic about the Bennudas, which he 
proposed to visit, but did not ; this is The Battle of the Stnnineds 
Islands j towards the close of his life he composed six very serious 
cantos Of Divine Love^ in the didactic manner afterwards to become 
so fashionable. Qf the remainder of his verse, half is occupied 
with love-ditties addressed to Sach.arissa, the poetic name under 
which, between the years 1629 and 1639 he courted Lady Dorothy 
Sidney, who finally married the Earl of Sunderland. Waller 
married and was left a widower very early in life ; he was a man , 
of fortune, a country gentleman, and a member of parliament, 
staunch on the royalist side, at least at that time, and some of his 
biographers have wondered that he did not secure the hand of 
Lady Dorothy'. But the reader who studies the Sacharissa poems 
will doubt whether he was really' very' anxious to do so ; the love- 
making is extremely elegant and ingenious, but without passion, and 
the ambition to be remembered through Sacharissa as Petraren 
through Laura is a little too obvious. But Waller’s love-verses, 
though frigid, are more manly' than those of Cowley', and if they do 
not take the heart by' storm, they' beleaguer it with great strategic 
art,' and an infinite show of patience. 

The ingenuity of Waller is entirely' distinct from that meta 
physical ’ wit for which his contemporaries were famous. He does 
not strive to dazzle and bewilder the mind with paradox, like Donne, 
or to deck out one poor thought in gaudy raiment of conceits, 
like the school of Donne. He is scholastic in a politer sense , c 
balances his thoughts, as he does his syllables, and in him fimt ne 
detect that see-saw of phraseology, now up, now down, whicn 1 
to become the crowning sin of the classic poetry'. His 
antithesis, though trifling in comparison with those of Dryden a^ 
Pope, and in his own last days equalled by such inferior OTters^^^ 
Roscommon and Aphra Behn, were the wonder of his ear 
temporaries, and chiefly led to his great reputation for wit. 

I., among whose faults neglect of polite letters has never 
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included, early became aware of the polished style of Waller, and 
welcomed him to Whitehall that he might secure his poetical 
sendees. The poet proved only too easy a courtier, and his poems, 
as published in his own lifetime, display a singularly cynical in- 
difference to political rectitude, for a ‘Panegj'ric upon Oliver 
Cromwell’ immediately precedes a piece on the ‘Death of the late 
usurper O. C.’ He appears, however, to have conceived a sincere 
regard for Cromwell, and even in calling him a usurper, he cannot 
refrain from eulogy. 

The poetry of Waller can never again be popular, even with 
students. It is hard, dry, and insignificant, it fails to touch the 
heart, and requires laborious attention to be understood, not 
because it is obscure, but because the argument lies outside the 
track of human interest. From this condemnation all the world 
exempts the celebrated song to a Rose, and the careful reader will 
also exempt a few little pieces scarcely inferior to this in sincerity 
and simplicity. English poetry is studded with the names of those 
who have possessed imagination and warmth of fancy, but who 
have failed to survive, in popular estimation, through their lack of 
style. Waller, on the other hand, is a signal example of the con- 
verse law, that a writer cannot subsist on style alone. The decay 
of reputation seems in the latter case to be less rapid, but it is 
in the end more fatal, for it is beyond the hope of reparation. 

Edmund W. Gosse. 
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Os A GlKtiLE. 

That 'svijch her slander -praist conSned, 
Shall nov Tay jojaii! temples bind : 

Mo monarch but vrould give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 

It was my heaven’s extremest sphere. 

The pale which held that lovely deer, 
hly joy, my grief, my hope, my love. 

Did all within this cirde move;. 

A narrow compass, and yet there 
Dwelt ail that's good and all th.af's fair; 
Give me but what this ribband bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 


SOKG. 


Go. lovely Rose, 

Tell her that wastes her time and me. 

That now she knows 

When I resemble her to thee 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 


TeH her that’s young. 

And shuns to have her graces spied. 
That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 
Thou must have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the Ught retired ; 

Bid her come forth. 

Sufier herself to be desired, 

.And not blush sc to be admired. 
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Then die, that she 

The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee, 

How small a part of time they share 
Who are so wondrous sweet and fair. 


From ‘His- Majesty’s Escape at St. Andrews.’ 

AVliile to his harp divine Arion sings 

The loves and conquests of our Albion kings ; 

Of the fourth Edward was his noble song, 

Fierce, goodly, valiant, beautiful and young ; 

He rent the crown from vanquished Henry’s head, 
Raised the white rose, and trampled on the red. 

Till love triumphing o’er the victor’s pride, 

Brought Mars and Warwick to the conquered side, — 
Neglected Warudek, whose bold hand like fate, 

Gives and resumes the sceptre of our state. 

Wooes for his Master, and with double shame, 

Himself deluded, mocks the princely dame, — 

The Lady Bona, whom just anger burns, 

And foreign war with civil' rage returns ; 

Ah ! spare your sword, where beauty is to blame, 

Love gave the affront, and must repair the same. 

When France shall boast of her, whose conquering eyes 
Have made the best of English hearts their prize. 

Have power to alter the decrees of fate. 

And change again the counsels of our state. 


To One who wrote against a Fair Lady. 

What fury has provoked thy wit to dare 

With Diomede to wound the Queen of Love? 

Thy mistress’ envy, or thine own despair? 

Not the just Pallas in thy breast did move; 

So blind a rage with such a different fate. 

He honour won, where thou hast purchased hate. • 
T 2 
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She gave assistance to liis Trojan foe ; 

Thou that without a rival thou may’st love, 
Dost to the beauty of this lady owe, 

While after her the gazing world does move; 
Can’st thou not be content to love alone, 

Or is thy mistress not content with one ? 


Hast thou not read of fairy Arthur’s shield. 
Which, but disclosed, amazed the weaker eyes 
Of proudest foes, and won the doubtful field? 

So shall thy rebel wit become her prize ; 
Should thy lambics swell into a book. 

All were confuted wth one radiant look. 

Heaven he obliged that placed her in the skies. 
Rewarding Phoebus for inspiring so 
His noble brain, by likening to those eyes 
His joyful beams, but Phoebus is thy foe, 

And neither aids thy fancy nor thy sight. 

So ill thou rhym’st against so fair a light. 


The Buh. 

Lately on yonder swelling bush 
Big with many a coming rose, 

This early bud began to blush 
And did but half itself disclose ; 

I plucked it, though no better grown, 

And now you see how full ’tis blown. 

Still as I did the leaves inspire. 

With such a purple light they shone 
As if they had been made of fire, 

And spreading ^o, would flame anon 
All that was meant by air or sun. 

To the young flower my ^reath has done. 
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And with potatoes fat their wanton swine ; 

Kature these cates with such a lavish hand 
Pours out among them, that our coarser land 
Tastes of that bounty, and does cloth return. 

Which not for warmth but ornament is worn ; 

For the kind spring which but salutes us here. 
Inhabits there and courts them all the year ; 

Ripe fruits and blossoms on the same trees live. 

At once they promise what at once they give ; 

So sweet the air, so moderate the clime. 

None sickly lives or dies before his time ; 

Heaven sure has kept this spot of earth uncurst 
To show how all things were created first. 

The tardy plants in our cold orchards placed 
Reserve their fruits for the next age’s taste. 

There a small grain in some few months will be 
A firm, a lofty and a spacious tree ; 

The Palma Christi and the fair Papaw, 

Now but a seed, preventing nature’s law, 

In half the circle of the hasty year 
Project a shade, and lovely fruits do wear ; 

And as their trees in our dull region set 
But faintly grow and no perfection get. 

So in this northern tract our hoarser throats 
Utter unripe and iU-constrainfed notes, 

^Vhere, the supporter of the poet’s style, 

Phoebus on them eternally does smile. 

0 how I long my careless limbs to lay 
Under the plantain’s shade, and all the day 
With amorous airs my fancj' entertain, 

Invoke the Muses, and improve my vein 1 

No passion there in my free breast should move. 
None but the sweetest, best of passions, love! 

There while I sing, if gentle Love be bj', 

That tunes my lute, and winds the strings so high; 
With the sweet sound of Sacharissa’s name, 

1 '11 make the listening savages grow tame : — 

But while I do these pleasing dreams indite, 

I am diverted from the promised fight. 
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‘O cotdd I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it is my theme! 

Thocgh deep yet dear, though gentle yet not dull, 

Strong without rage, wi’hout o'erllowing full.’ 

It is a curious fact that this exquisite apostrophe, which is one 
of the gems of our language, does not occur in the first edition of 
Coopers Hill. There are no other lines in that poem which 
approach these in elegance and force, and it occurs to the mind 
of the present writer that the}' may possibly have been contributed 
by \Yaller. This, however, is unlikely, and it would be unfair, 
without shadow of proof, to deprive Denham of his chief claim to 
immortality. The two passages we select give the reader a fair 
idea of the general manner of this poem, which has certainly been 
ox'er-praised. The style is obscure and the wit laboured, while it 
probably contains more errors against the rules of grammar than 
any other poem in the language ; but Denham is at all tiroes 
a singularly ungrammatical writer. Of his other long poems, by 
far the best is the Elegy on Comley, which was written but a very 
few months before his own death, and after a long attack of 
insanity. In this poem he is brighter and more eas}' tlian in any 
other long composition, and it contains some interesting critical 
matter. Denham was highly esteemed for his comical vein, and 
his lampoons are not devoid of u-it, though incredibly brutal and 
coarse. He is very unlike the amorous poets of his age in this, 
that he has left behind him not one copy of love-verses ; and his 
best poem is u-ritten in dispraise of love. Among the ro}’ahst 
l}'rists there is but one, Cleveland, who forms a connecting link 
between Denham and the old l}Tic school. His satires and squibs 
are closely allied to those of Cleveland, and he has something of 
the same cynical and defiant attitude of mincL He adored litera- 
ture with the worship of one who practises it late in life, and 
without much ease ; his conception of the ideal dignity of the 
poet’s function contrasts oddly with the indecorous matter that he 
puts forth as comic poetiy. There was nothing about him very 
original, for Cooper^s Hill, which was destined to inspire U'incisoi' 
Forest, had been itself preceded by Ben Jonson’s Fenshurst. But 
he forms an important link in the chain of transition, and ranks 
chronologically second among our Augustan poets. 

Edmund W. Gosse. 
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View of London from Cooper’s Hill. 

Through untraccd ways and airy paths I fly, 

More boundless in my fancy than my eye, — 

My eye, whicli swift as tiiouglit contracts the space 
That lies between, and first salutes the place 
Crowned with that sacred pile, so fast, so high, 

That whether ’tis a part of earth or sky 
Uncertain seems, and may be thought a proud 
Aspiring mountain or descending cloud, — 

Paul’s, the late theme of such a Muse whose flight 
Has bravely reached and soared above thy height ; 
How shah thou stand, though sword or time or Bre, 
Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall conspire, 

Secure, while thee the best of poets sings. 

Preserved from ruin by the best of kings. 

Under his proud survey the city lies. 

And like a mist beneath a hill doth rise, 

W’hosc state and wealth, the business and the crowd. 
Seems at this distance but a darker cloud. 

And is to him who rightly things esteems 
No other in effect but what it seems, 

\Vliere, with like haste, though several ways, they run, 
Some to undo, and some to be undone ; 

While luxury and wealth, like war and peace. 

Arc each the other’s ruin and increase ; 

As rivers lost in seas some secret vein 
Thence reconveys, there to be lost again. 

O happiness of sweet retired content 1 
To be at once secure and innocent I 
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Praise of the Thames. 

[From Cooper $ Hill.'] 

My eye, descending from the hill, surveys 
"WHiere Thames amongst the wanton valleys strays ; 
Thames, the most loved of all the Ocean’s sons. 

By his old sire to his embraces runs, 

Hasting to pay his tribute to the sea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity ; 

Though with tliose streams he no resemblance hold, 
WTiose foam is amber, and their gravel gold, 

His genuine and less guilty wealth to explore. 
Search not his bottom, but sur\'ey his shore, 

O’er which he kindly spreads his spacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th’ ensuing spring ; 

Nor then destroys it with too fond a stay, 

Like mothers which their infants overlay, 

No'r, with a sudden and impetuous wave, 

Like profuse kings, resumes the wealth he gave ; 

No unexpected inundations spoil 

The mower’s hopes, nor mock the ploughman’s toil. 

But godlike his unwearied bounty flows, 

First loves to do, then loves the good he does ; 

Nor are his blessings to his banks confined, 

But free and common as the sea or wind ; 

When he to boast or to disperse his stores, 

Full of the tributes of his grateful shores, 

"Visits the world, and in his flying towers. 

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours. 
Finds wealth where ’tis, bestows it where it wants. 
Cities in deserts, woods in cities plants ; 

So that to us no thing, no place is strange, 

While his fair bosom is the world’s exchange. 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
M> great example, as it is my theme ! 

Though deep, yet clear, though gentle, yet not dull, 
otrong without rage, without o’erfloning full 
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Against Love, 

Love maldng all things else his foes 
Like a fierce torrent overflows 
Whatever doth his course oppose. 

This was the cause the poets sung, 

Thy Mother from the sea was sprung, 

But they were mad to make thee young. 

Her father, not her son, art thou; 

From our desires our actions grow. 

And from the cause the effect must flow. 

Love is as old as place or time ; 

’Tw.os he the fatal tree did climb, 

Grandsirc of I'ather Adam’s crime. 

Love drowsy days and stormy nights 
Makes, and breaks friendship, whoso delights 
Feed, but not glut our appetites. 

How happy he, that loves not, lives 1 
Him neither hope nor fear deceives, 

To Fortune who no hostage gives. 

How unconccnied in things to come ! 

If here he frets, he finds at Rome, 

At Paris, or hl.adrid his home. 

Secure from low and private ends. 

His life, his zeal, his wealth attends 
His prince, his country and his friends. 

Song. 

[From The Sophy, Act V.] 

Morpheus, the humble god, that dwells 
In cottages and smoky cells. 

Hates gilded roofs and beds of down. 

And tliough he fears no prince’s frown, 

Flics from the circle of a crown. 
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Come, 1 say, thou powerful god, 

And thy leaden charming-rod. 

Dipt in the Lethean lake, 

O’er his wakeful temples shake. 

Lest he should sleep and never %vake. 

Nature, alas 1 why art thou so 
Obliged to thy greatest foe? 

Sleep that is thy best repast. 

Yet of death it bears a taste, 

And both are the same thing at last 


From 'rnr: ‘Elegy on' Cowley.’ 

Old Chaucer, like the morning-star, 

To us discovers day from far ; 

His light those mists and clouds dissolved 
Which our dark nation long involved ; 

But he descending to the shades, 

Darkness again the age invades. 

Next, like Aurora, Spenser rose 
WTiose purple blush the day foreshows. 

The other three, with his own fires, 
Phoebus, the poets’ god, inspires ; 

By Shakespeare’s, Jonson’s, Fletcher’s lines 
Our stage’s lustre Rome’s outshines. 

These poets near our princes sleep, 

And in one grave their mansion keep ; 
They lived to see so many days, 

Till time had blasted all their bays ; 

But cursed be the fatal hour 

That plucked the fairest, sweetest flower 

That in the Muses’ garden grew. 

And amongst withered laurels threw. 

Time, which made them their fame outlive. 
To Cowley scarce did ripeness give. 

Old mother-wit and nature gave 
Shakespeare and Fletcher all they have ; 
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In Spenser and in Jonson art 
Of slower nature got the start ; 

Blit botli in liim so equal arc, 

None knows which bears the happiest share; 
To him no author was unknown, 

Yet wliat he wrote was all his own. 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

Nor, with Ben Jonson, did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman stores 
Of poets and of orators. 

Horace’s wit and Virgil’s state 
He did not steal, but emulate, 

And when he would like them appear, 

Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear; 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 

Like Jason brought the golden fleece ; 

To him that langu.age, though to none 
Of th’ others, as liis omi was known. 

On a stiff gale, as Flaccus sings, 

Tlie Theban swan extends his wings. 

When through the ethereal clouds he flies. 

To the same pitch our swan doth rise. 

Old Pindar’s flights by him are reached, 
\Vlicn on that gale his wings are stretched. 
His fancy and his judgment such, 

Each to the other seemed too much, 

His severe judgment, giving law, 

His modest fancy, kept in awe. 

As rigid husbands jealous are 
When they believe their wives too fair. 



THOMAS STANLEY. 

was bom at Cumberlow, in Hertfordshire, in 1635, and 
f led in Suffolk Street, London, on the 12th of April, 167S. His transla- 
tions appeared in 1649 and his oiiginal poems in 1651.] 

among the scholars of tlie Restoration as the historian 
° I ri * expounder of Aeschylus, Stanley had dcdi- 

ca c ns youth to studies less severe, and is now principally 
remembered as the last of the old school of lyrists. Born into a 
younger generation than that of Waller and Denham, he really 
c ongs, as a poet, to the age before them, and in him the series 
writers called ‘Metaphysical’ closes. Stanley is without the 
c u s or the merits of hfs predecessors. His conceits are never 
'lolent or crude, though often insipid : but he has no flashes of 
music or sudden inspired felicities. He is a tamer and duller 

liim*^'t ’ that writer in his versification, and following 

j ^ ^ ^ istance in temperament and tone. Stanley was a very 
translator; and he had the originality to 
cc e authors from whom he translated according to his own 
na i\e las. He delighted in Mosenus and Ausonius among the 
ancients, . nd in Joannes Secundus and Ronsard among the 
mo , the world in which his fancy loved to wander was one 
ot refined Aicadian beauty, rather chilly and autumnal, but in- 
la me y groups of nymphs and shepherds, who hung garlands 
o o\\ ers on votive urns, or took hands in stately pensive dances, 
n no poet of the century is the negative quality of shrinking 
rom ug mess and coarseness so defined as in Stanley. He 
constantly sacrifices strength to it, not as Habington sometimes 
did, from instinctive reticence and modesty of fancy, but from sheer 
over-refinement. ^ Stanley makes a strange figure among the 
roug 1 prosaic writers of the Restoration, and no poems of his 
Have been preserved, except those of his youth. He probably 
ceased to write, and gave his intellect to less shifting studies, 

V len he found the whole temper of the nation obstinately set 
against Ins inclination. He died in middle life, just when Lee 
and Otway were at the height of their vogue, and a few weeks 
before another great tradition in English poetry ceased at the 
death of MarvclL 


Edmund \V, Gosse. 
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Ci !,t\ riNnjN'n. 

in Ijtr.tihin*; fi'llh thrir *rfnt, 

Or ihcit 

KjtripUi in tfi': f..i!rry ‘jiJirrc (li.ii move, 

(); nii .r;-: in llie’tr otSs-. nbtuf. 

Tlir d).i!i(>5 «'! lire 

Or s*:*" "'tnv ■tilcn! whrrjs of 
‘ll-.r '-h.'isic v.'iir!! from tlie -.nilier ■^isn 
!)iv;li in n rirtv.l.'.r inniifjn nm, 

Or l!in! ibrir r'.rrn.it tr-t i»> J.Vfp. 

M.nli- Or iris rioi'^c (h.'in Celia's brv.itli in sleep. 

Jliit if the .Ati’rel, uliirli in^|^ires 
Till'. <.n!'!l" f.im'- «itli lU-tirc fiie":, 

Sho'ilti mrtnh! thi-. lirratli to noril'-, .and those 
(nil) .a Itarino'iy di-pose, 

The imi'.ic of this liv.a\etily sjtlicrc 
Would ‘i;e:d each soul out at the car, 

And into plants and stones infuse 
A life that Chcnibiin uotild choose, 

And nitlt ni;u' pouers invert the Inns of fate. 

Kill those that live, .and dead ihint^s animate. 


Tun ToMa 

When, cruel fair one, I am slain 
By thy disdain. 

And, as .a trophy of thy scorn, 

To sonic old tomb am borne. 

Thy fetters must their poivcr bcquc.ath 
To those of Detail ; 

Nor can thy (lame immortal bum. 

Like monumental fifes tvilhin an urn ; 

Tims freed from thy proud empire, 1 sh.all prove 
There is more liberty in Death than Love. 
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And when forsaken lovers come 
To see my tomb, 

Take heed thou mix not with the crowd 
And, as a victor, proud 
To view the spoils thy beauty made 
Press near my shade, 

Lest thy loo cruel breath or name 
Should fan my ashes back into a flame, 

And thou, devoured by this revengeful fire. 

His sacrifice, who died as thine, expire. 

But if cold earth or marble must 
Conceal my dust, 

Wiilst hid in some dark ruins, I 
Dumb and forgotten lie. 

The pride of all thy victorj' 

Will sleep with me ; 

And they who should attest thy glory, 
Will, or forget, or not believe this story. 

Then to increase thy triumph, let me rest. 
Since by thine eye sl.ain, buried in thy breast. 
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From ‘ Gonbibert,’ Book I. Canto 6. 

Soon they the palace reached of Astrag-oa. 

Which had its beauty hid by ennoas night, 

Wiose cypress curtain, drawn before the sun, 

Seemed to perform the obsequies of h'ght. 

Yet light’s last rays were not entirely spent. 

For they discerned tlieir passage through a gate, 
Whose height and space showed ancient ornament, . 
And ancients there in careful office sate. 

by their weights and measures did record 
Such numerous burdens as were thither brought 
From distant regions, to their learned lord, 

On which his chymics and distillers urought. 

But now their common business they refrain, 

\^Tien they obser\-e a quiet sullenness 
And bloody marks in such a ci\il train, 

Which showed at once their worth and their distress 

The voice of Ulfin they with gladness knew, 

^^^Iom to this house long neighbourhood ende?red : 
Approaching torches perfected their \-iew. 

And taught the way till .Astragon appeared, 

\\Tio soon did Ulfin cheerfully embrace ; 

The visit’s cause by whispers he received, 

Which first he hoped was meant him as a grace, 

But being known, with manly silence grieved. 

And then, tvith gestures full of grave respect, 

The Duke he to his own apartment led ; 

To each distinct retirement did direct. 

And all the wounded he ordained to bed. 
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Then thin digestive food lie did provide, 

More to enable fleeting strength to stay, 

To wounds well-searched he cleansing wines applied, 

And so prepared his ripening balsam’s way. 

Balm of the warrior ! herb Hypemicon ! 

To warriors, as in use, in form decreed. 

For, through the leaves, transparent wounds tire shown, 
And rudely touched, the golden flower doth bleed. 

For sleep they juice of pale Nymphtea took, 

'Which grows, to show that it for sleep is good. 

Near sleep’s abode in the soft murmuring brook. 

This cools, the yellow flower restrains the blood. 

And now the weary world’s great medicine. Sleep, 

This learned host dispensed to every guest, 

IVliich shuts those wounds where injured lovers weep. 
And flies oppressors to relieve the opprest. 

It loves the cottage and from court abstains. 

It stills the seaman though the storm be high, 

Frees the grieved captive in his closest chains. 

Stops Want’s loud mouth, and blinds the treacherous spy. 


Song. 

The lark now leaves his watery nest. 

And climbing shakes his dewy wings. 

He takes your window for the east. 

And to implore your light, he sings ; 

Awake, awake, the moon will never rise. 

Till she can dress her beauty at your eyes. 

The merchant bows unto the seaman’s star, 

The ploughman from the sun his season takes ; 
But still the lover wonders what they are, 
lITio look for day before his mistress wakes : 
Awake, awake, break through your veils of lawn I 
Then draw your curtains and begin the dawn. 

U 3 
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On the Captivity of the Countess of Anglesey. 

O whither will you lead the fair 
And spicj* daughter of the mom? 

Those manacles of her soft hair, 

Princes, though free, would fain have worn. 

AVhat is her crime? what has she done? 

Did she, by breaking beauty, stay, 

Or from his course mislead the sun, 

So robbed your harvest of a day? 

Or did her voice, divinely clear. 

Since lately in your forest bred, 

hlake aU the trees dance after her, 

And so your woods disforested? 

Run, run 1 pursue this gothic rout. 

Who rudely love in bondage keep ; 

Sure all old lovers hm'C the gout. 

The young are overwatched and sleep I 
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But come, thou goddess fair and free, 

In heaven yclep’d Euphrosjmc, 

And by men, lieart-casing Mirth ; 

Whom lovely Venus, at a birth, 

With two sister Graces more, 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; . 

Or whether (as some sager sing) 

The frolic wind that breathes the spring, 
ZcphjT, with Aurora playing. 

As he met her once a-Maying ; 

There on beds of violets blue. 

And fresh-blown roses wash’d in dew, 
Fill’d her with thee a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haste thee, nymph, .and bring with thee 
Jest, and \-outhfaI jollity. 

Quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Nods, and becks, and wrc.athcd smiles, 
Such .as hang on Hebe’s check. 

And love to live in dimple sleek; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 

And L.aughtcr holding both his sides. 
Come, .and trip it as you go, 

On the light fantastic toe ; 

And in thy right hand Ic.ad with thee 
The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty ; 

And, if I give thee honour due. 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 

To live with her, and live with thee, 

In unreproved pleasures free ; 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 

And singing startle the dull night. 

From his watch-tower in the skies. 

Till the dapplctl dawar doth rise ; 

Then to come, in spite of sorrow, 

And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through tiie sweet-briar, or tlic vino. 

Or the twisted eglantine; 
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While the cock, with !i\’ely din, 

Scatters the tear of darkness thin, 

And to the stack, or the bam-door, 

Stoutly struts his dames before: 

Oft listening how the hounds and liorn 
Chcerly rouse the slumbering morn, 

From the side of some hoar hill. 

Through the high wood echoing shrill. 

Sometime talking, not unseen. 

By hedge-row cims, on Iiillocks green, 

Right against the eastern gate. 

Where the great sun begins his state. 

Robed in flames and amber light. 

The clouds in thousand liveries dight ; 

While the ploughman, near at hand. 

Whistles o’er the furrow’d lancf. 

And the milkmaid singeth blithe. 

And the mower whets his scythe, 

And every shepherd tells his tale. 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures, 
While the landscape round it measures ; 

Russet lawns, and fallows grey. 

Where the nibbling flocks do stray'; 

Mountains, on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest ; 
hleadows trim, with daisies pied. 

Shallow brooks, and rivers -wide ; 

Towers and battlements it sees 
Bosom’d high in tufted trees. 

Where perhaps some beauty' lies. 

The cj'nosure of neighbouring eyes. 

Hard by', a cottage chimney smokes 
From betwixt two aged oaks. 

Where Cory'don and Thyrsis met, 

Are at their savoury' dinner set 
Of herbs, and other country' messes, 

Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses ; 
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And then in haste her bower. she leaves, 
With Thestylis to bind tlic sheaves ; 

(Ir, if tlie earlier season lead, 

To the tann’d haycock in the mead. 

Sometimes with secure delight 
The upland hamlets will invite. 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecks sound 
To many a youth and many a. maid. 
Dancing in the chequer’d shade. 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a sun-shine holy-day. 

Till the livelong day-light fail : 

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale, 

With stories told of many a feat. 

How faerj’ Mab the junkets c.at ; 

She was pinch’d, and pull’d, she said ; 

And he, by friar’s lantern led. 

Tells how the drudging goblin sweat 
To earn his cream-bowl duly set, 

VTien in one night, ere glimpse of mom, 
His shadowy flail hath thresh’d the corn. 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 

Then lies him down the lubber fiend, 

And, stretch’d out all the chimney’s length, 
Basks at the fire his hairy strength ; 

And crop-full out of doors he flings. 

Ere the first cock his matin rings. 

Thus done the talcs, to bed they creep, 

By whispering winds soon lull’d asleep. 

Tower’d cities ple.asc us then. 

And the busy hum of men,' 

Where throngs of knights .and barons bold, 
In wateds of peace, high triumphs hold. 
With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 
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There let Hymen oft appear 
In saffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

^Y^th mask and antique pageantry ; 

Such sights as youthful poets dream 
On summer eves by haunted stream. 

Then to the well-trod stage anon, 

If Jonson’s learned sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fanc>’’s child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever, against eating cares, 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs, 

Itlarried to immortal verse ; 

Such as the meeting soul may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 
Of linked sweetness long drawn out, 

With wanton heed and giddy cunning ; 
The melting voice through mazes nmning, 
Untwisting all the chains that tie 
The hidden soul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head 
From golden slumber on a bed 
Of heap’d Elysian flowers, and hear 
Such strains as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite set free 
His half-regain’d Eurydice. 

These delights if thou canst give. 

Mirth, witli thee I mean to live. 


IL Penseroso. 


Hence, vain deluding joys. 

The brood of F oily ■without fatlier bred ! 
How little you bested, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys! 
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Dwell in some idle brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 
As thick and numberless 
As the gay motes that people the sunbeams ; 
Or likest hovering dreams, 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus’ train. 

But hail, thou goddess sage and holy. 

Hail, divinest Melancholy ! 

Whose saintly visage is too bright 
To hit the sense of human sight. 

And therefore to our weaker view 
O’erlaid with black, staid wisdom’s hue ; 

Black, but such as in esteem 
Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem, 

Or that starr’d Ethiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty’s praise above 
The sea-nymphs, and their powers oflended: 
Yet thou art higher far descended ; 

Thee bright-hairid Vesta, long of yore. 

To solitary Saturn bore ; 

His daughter she ; in Saturn’s reign 
Such mixture was not held a stain : 

Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 
Of woody Ida’s inmost grove, 

AVhilst yet there nas no fear of Jove. 

Come, pensive nun, devout and pure. 

Sober, steadfast, and demure. 

All in a robe of darkest grain. 

Flowing with majestic train. 

And sable stole of cypress lawn. 

Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 

Come, but keep thy wonted state. 

With CTCn step, and musing gait ; 

And looks commercing -with the skies, 

Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes ; 

There, held in holy passion still. 

Forget tliyself to marble, till 
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Vk'ith a sad leaden downward cast 
Thou fix them on the earth as fast ; 

And join with thee calm Peace, and Ouict, 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Jove’s altar sing : 

And add to these retired Leisure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleasure. 
But first, and chiefest, with thee bring. 

Him that yon soars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fierj’-wheeled throne, 

The cherub Contemplation; 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will deign a song. 

In her sweetest saddest plight. 

Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 

Mliile CjTithia checks her dragon yoke, 
Grent\y o’er tine accustom’d oak ; 

Sweet bird, that shunn’st the noise of foUj'* 
Most musical, most melancholy ! 

Thee, chantress, oft the woods among 
1 woo, to hear thy even-song ; 

And, missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth-shaven green, 

To behold the wand’ring moon. 

Riding near her highest noon, 

Like one that had been led astray 
Through the heaven’s wide pathless way » 
And oft, as if her head she bow’d, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew sound. 

Over some wide water’d shore. 

Swinging slow with sullen roar : 

Or. if the air will not permit. 

Some still removed place will fit^ 

^^^lcre glowing embers through the roon) 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom ; 
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Tar from all resort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman's drowsy charm, 

To bless the doois from nightly harm. 

Or let my lamp, at midnight Imur, 
ife seen in some high lonely tower, 
Where 1 may oft outwatch the Hear, 
With thrice-great llcnncs, or iinsj)licrc 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds or what vast regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook . 

And of those demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground. 
Whose power hath a true consent 
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And love the high-embowcd roof, 

With antique pillars massy proof, 

And storied windows richly dight, 

Casting a dim reh’^ous light : 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

To the full-voiced quire below. 

In service high and anthems clear. 

As may with sweetness, through mine car. 
Dissolve me into extasies. 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 

The hairy goivn and mossy cell. 

Where 1 may sit and rightly spell 
Of every star that heaven doth shew, 

And every herb that sips the dew ; 

Till old experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 

These pleasures. Melancholy, give. 

And I with thee will choose to live. 


From ‘Comus.’ 

[1634; Kt. 26.] 

Comus. The star that bids the shepherd fold, 
Now the top of heaven doth hold ; 

And the gilded car of day 
His glowing a.xle doth allay 
In the steep Atlantic stream ; 

And the slope Sun his upw.ard beam 
Shoots against the dusky pole ; 

Pacing toward the other goal 
Of his chamber in the East. 

Meanwhile, welcome joy, and feast. 

Midnight shout, and revelry. 

Tipsy dance, and jollity. 
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Como, knit hands, and beat the ground, 

In a light fantastic round. 

The Measttre. 

Break off, break off, I feel the different pace 
Of some chaste footing near about this ground. 
Run to your shrouds, within these brakes and trees ; 
Our number may affright : some virgin sure 
(For so I can distinguish by mine art) 

Benighted in these woods. Now to my charms, 
And to my wily trains ; I shall ere long 
Be well stock’d with as fair a herd as graz’d 
About my mother Circ e. Thus I hurl 
My dazzling spells into the spongy air. 

Of power to cheat the eye with blear illusion, 

And give it false presentments ; lest the place 
And my quaint habits breed astonishment, 

And put the damsel to suspicious flight ; 

IVi’fKrJr Riast not hs, for that ’s against my coutsot 
I, under fair pretence of friendly ends. 

And well-placed words of glozing courtesy 
Baited with reasons not unplatisible. 

Wind me into the easy-hearted man, 

And hug him into snares. When once her eye 
Hath met the virtue of this magic dust, 

1 shall appear some harmless villager 
Whom thrift keeps up about his country' gear. 

But here she comes ; I fairly step aside. 

And hearken, if I may her business hear. 

. The Lady enters. 

Lady. This way the noise was, if mine ear be true, 
]\Iy best guide now ; methought it was the sound 
Of riot and ill-manag’d merriment. 

Such as the jocund flute, or gamesome pipe 
Stin up among the loose unlettcr’d hinds, 

Wlien for their teeming flocks and granges full. 

In wanton dance they praise the bounteous Pan, 




yC visibly ___ 

lilo s„ ™‘' licliovc ■ 

^"»p“ t 7,L«; 

not far off: 

Sweet Erh„ “^'’-'^T- 

^ n°) siveetest m 

H;?,r^''°nhave ^ nre^ 

«oaven-s harmoj 


And 


^ <^mus. Can ^‘»wiis. 


nonies. 




yOHN MILTON-, 


32r 


^Comus. Perhaps forestalling night pre dated th em. 

Lady. How easy my misfortune is to hit ! 

Comus. Imports their loss, beside the present need? 
^^^yMdy. No less than if I should my brothers lose. 

Comus. Were they of manly prime, or youthful bloom ? 

Lady. As smooth as Hebe’s their unrazor’d lips. 

Comus. Two such I saw, what time the labour’d ox 
In his loose traces from the furrow came. 

And the swink’d hedger at his supper sate ; 

I saw them under a green mantling vine 
That crawls along the side of yon small hill. 

Plucking ripe clusters from the tender shoots. 

Their port was more than human, as they stood ; 

I took it for a fairy vision 

Of some gay creatures of the element, 

That in the colours of the rainbow live. 

And play i’ the plighted clouds. I was awe-struck, 

_ And as I past, I worshipt ; if those you seek. 

It were a journey like the path to heaven 
To help you find them. 

Lady. Gentle villager, 

What readiest way would bring me to that place? 

Comus. Due west it rises from this shrubby point. 

Lady. To find out that, good shepherd, I suppose, 

In such a scant allowance of star-light. 

Would overtask the best land-pilot’s art. 

Without the sure guess of well-practised feet. 

Comus. I know each lane, and every alley green, 
Dingle, or bushy dell, of this wild wood. 

And every bosky bourn from side to side. 

My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood ; 

And if your stray attendance be yet lodged. 

Or shroud within these limits, I shall know 
Ere morrow wake, or the low-roosted lark 
From her thatch’d pallet rouse ; if otherwise, 

I can conduct you, lady, to a low 

VOL. II. Y 
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But loyal cottage, %vhere you may be safe 
Till further quest. 

Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word, 

And trust thy honest-offcr’d courtesy, 

\\'Tiich oft is sooner found in lowly sheds 
With smoky rafters, than in tapestry halls 
In courts of princes, where it first was named 
And yet is most pretended ; in a place 
Less warranted than this, or less secure, 

, I cannot be, that I should fear to change it. 
t Eye me, blest Proridence, and square my trial 
' To my proportion’d strength. Shepherd, lead on. 


Lycidas. 

[1637; jet. 29] 

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more 
Ye mjTtles brown, with ivj' never sere, 

I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude ; 
And, tvith forced fingers rude, 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear. 

Compels me to disturb your season due : 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prim;. 

Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 

Who would not sing for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 

He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begin then, sisters of the sacred well, 

That from beneath the seat of Jove doth spring j 
Begin, and somewhat loudly sweep the string ; 
Hence with denial vain, and coy e.xcuse : 

So may some gentle muse 

With lucky words favour my destin’d urn ; 

And, as he passes, turn. 


\Exeimt 
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And bid fair peace be to my sable shroud. 

. For we were nursed upon the sclf-sanie hill, 

Fed the same flocl:, by fountain, shade, and rill ; 
Togctlicr both, ere the high lawns appc.ar’d 
Under the opening eyelids of the mom, 

We drove afield, and both together hc.ird 
What time the grey fiy winds her sultry liorn, 

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 

Oft till the star, that rose at evening bright, 

Toward heaven’s descent had slop’d his westering wheel, 
Meanwliile the rur.al ditties were not mute, 

Temper’d to the oaten flute ; 

Rough Satyrs danc’d, and fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long; 

And old Dainoetas loved to lie.ar our song. 

But, O the heavy change, now thou art gone. 

Now thou art gone, and never must return ! 

Thee, shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves, 

With wild thyme and the gadding vino o’ergrown, 

And all (heir echoes, mottm : 

The willows, and the li.azch copses green, 

Shall now no more be seen 

Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft hays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose, 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that gr.aze, 

Or frost to flowers, that their g.ay wardrobe wear, - 
Wfltcn first the whitethorn blows ; 

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherds’ car. 

Where were ye, nymphs, when the remorseless deep 
Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidas ? 

For neither were ye phaying on the steep 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high, 

Nor yet where Deva spreads her wizard stream; 

Ah mo 1 I fondly dream, 

Had yc been there: — for what could that have done? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus bore, 

The Muse herself, for her enchanting son, 

Whom universal na.urc did lament, 

V 2 
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When, by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His gory visage down the stream was sent, 

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore? 

Alas ! what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade, 
And strictly meditate the thankless Muse? 

Were it not better done, as others use,^ 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade. 

Or w'ith the tangles of Nea;ra’s hair ? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last infirmity of noble minds) 

To scorn delights and live laborious days : 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find. 

And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury' with the abhorred shears. 
And slits the thin-spun life. ‘But not the praise,’ 
Phoebus replied, and touch’d my trembling cars ; 
‘Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil. 

Nor in the glistering foil 

Set off to the world, nor in broad rumour lies ; 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes. 
And perfect witness of all-judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed. 

Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed.’ 

O fountain Arethuse, and thou honour’d flood, 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown’d with vocal reeds 1 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood : 

But now my oat proceeds. 

And listens to the herald of the sea, 

That came in Neptune’s plea ; 

He ask’d the waves, and ask’d the felon winds. 
What hard mishap hath doom’d this gentle swain? 
And question’d every gust of rugged wings 
That blows from off each beaked promontory' : 
They knew not of his story ; 

And sage Hippotades their answer brings. 

That not a blast was from his dungeon stray’d : 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panope with all her sisters play’d. 
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It f.it'd nsif! p' riulioui J'ntk, 

Hiii’t in Jiie veiiji e, rmU ri.rj'Al '‘ith ci!i dark, 

Tl'.st i’.mk ■'!) luvv lint •.arrrd IiMtl of tlsini'. 

Kc\! Cauiut, re\cr»'i-.d sire, rrcni foutitut slorv, 

His nnntic Isairy. and l.ii boniir! sciAe, 
hitttvwi^ht rriili li.jnrr'; dim, anil on the cti;;c 
Like to tljnt ‘“inruiine ilnwcr inscribed with won. 

*Aiil who hath reft,' rjuotb lie, ‘iny dearest p!cdi;e?’ 
Last came, ami last did p.o, 

The pilot of the (.Lditran lake ; 

Tr«i ina^sy beys he bote of metals tv-ain 
(The poltien opes, the iron '.huts amain), 
lie shook his mitred loeks, and stern bt-sp.dte : 

‘Ho'v well could I have j.patcd for thee, younj; swain, 
Lnnw of such, as fur their bellies* sake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ! 

Of other care they little rcck’nin;» mnki-, 

Tlian ho-.v to scramble at the shearers' feast, 

And slunc away the worthy hidden pticst ; 

Wind mouths! that scarce thcmscKcs know how to hold 
A sheep-hook, or have team'd atiglit <bc the least 
That to the f.iithful herdman’s nrt belongs ! 

What recks it them? What need they? They arc sped} 
And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grtitc on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw; 

Hie liimgry sheep look u)i, and arc not fed, 

Pait, swohi with wind and the rank mist they draw, 

Kot inwardly, and foul contagion spread : 
besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours ajiacc, and nothing said : 

But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smile no more. 

Keturn, Alpheus, the dread voice is past, 

That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicilian .Muse, 

.And call the v.ilcs, and bid them hither cast 
Their bells and flowerets of a thousand hues. 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whispers use 
Of sli.adcs, and wanton winds, and gushing brooks, 

On whose fresh lap the swart star sparely looks ; 
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Throw hither all your quaint enamcll’d eyes, 

That on the green turf suck the honey’d showers. 

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies, 

The tufted crow-toe, and pale jessamine. 

The white pink, and the pansy freak’d with jet. 

The glowing violet. 

The musk-rose, and the well-attired woodbine. 

With cowslips -wan that hang the pensive head. 

And every flower that sad embroidery’ wears : 

Bid amaranthus all his beauty shed. 

And daffodillies fill their cups with tears, 

To strew the laureat hearse where Lycid lies. 

For, so to interpose a little ease. 

Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise ; 

Ah me 1 whilst thee the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, where’er thy bones are hurl’d. 

Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide, 

Visit’st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 

Sleep’st by the fable of Bellerus old. 

Where the great vision of the guarded mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona’s hold ; 

Look homeward, angel, now, and melt with ruth: 

And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woful shepherds, weep no more. 

For Lj’cidas your sorrow is not dead, 

, Sunk though he be beneath the wat’ry’ floor ; 

So sinks the daystar in the ocean bed. 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head. 

And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky’ : 

So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high. 

Through the dear might of Him that walk’d the waves ; 
Where, other groves and other streams along. 

With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves. 

And hears the unexpressive nuptial song. 

In the bles' kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
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There entertain him ail the saints above, 

In solemn troops, and sweet societies, 

That sing, and singing in tlieir glorj’ move, 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes, 

N'ow, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou .art the genius of the shore, 

In thj large recompense, and shall be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the o.iks and rills. 
While the still morn went out with s.andals grey ; 

He touch’d the tender slops of various quills, 

With eager thought warbling his Doric Lay : 

And now tlic sun had stretcit’d out all the hills. 

And now was dropt into the western bay ; 

At last he rose, and twitch’d his mantle blue ; 
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 


SONNETS. 

On Ills BEING ARRIVED AT THE AGE OE TWENTT’-THREE. 

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief of youth, 

Stol’n on his wing iny threc-and-twentieth year I 
My hasting days fly on with full career, 

But my late spring no bud or blossom shew’th. 

Perhaps my semblance might deceive tlie truth, 

That I to manhood am arrived so near, 

And inward ripeness doth mufch less appear. 

That some more timely-happy spirits indu’tli. 

Yet be it less or more, or soon or slow, 

It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To that same lot, however mean or high, 

Tow’rd which time leads me, and the will of heaven ; 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, 

As ever in my great task-master’s eye. 
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On his Blindness. 

WTien I consider how my light is spent, 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide. 
And that one talent, which is death to hide, 

Lodg’d with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To sen'e tlierewith my Maker, and present 
hly true account, lest he, returning, chide ; 

‘ Doth God exact day-labour, light denied V 
1 fondly ask ; but Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, ‘God doth not need 
Either man’s work, or his own gifts ; who best 
' Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best : his state 
Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed, 

And post o’er land and ocean without rest ; 

They also serve who only stand and wait’ 


On the late Mass.acre in Piedmont. 

Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughter’d saints, whose bones 
Lie scatter’d on the Alpine mountains cold ; 

Ev'n them who kept thy truth so pure of old, 
MTien all our fathers worshipt stocks and stones. 
Forget not ; in thy book record their groans 
Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese that roll'd 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 
The vales redoubl'd to the hills, and they 

To heaven. Their mart\T’d blood and ashes sow 
O’er all the Italian fields, where stiU doth sway 
The triple tyrant ; tliat from these may grow 
A hundred fold, who, having learnt thy way. 

Early may fly the Babylonian woe. 
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To Tin; Lonn Ghkhrat- Ckomwkll, May 1652, 

Or. ihf prof-osals cf cetiain Mir.islers d the Commit lee for 
Propagation of the Gospel. 

Cronnvcll, our chief of men, who thron^li a cloud 
Not of war only, but detractions rude. 

Guided by faith and matchless fortitude, 

To peace and truth thy glorious way hast plough’d, 
And on the neck of cro^^•ncd Fortune proud 

Hast rear’d God's trophies, and his work pursued, 
While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots imbrued, 
And Dunbar field, resounds thy praises loud. 

And Worcester’s laureate wreath ; yet much remains 
To conquer still ; peace hath her s-iclorics 
No less renowned than war : new foes arise, 
Tlircateniiig to bind our souls with secular chains. 

Help us to save free conscience from the paw 
Of hireling wolves, whose gospel is their maw. 


From ‘Paradise Lost.’ 

[tOjS-lGfls ; a:t. 50-57.] 

BOOK I. 

Of hlan’s first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal t.aste 
Brought death into the world, and all our woe, 
With loss of Eden, til! one gre.atcr Man 
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat, 

Sing, heavenly muse, th.at on the secret top 

Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspire 

That shepherd who first taught the cliosen seed. 

In the beginning how the heavens and earth 

Rose out of chaos : or, if Sion hill 

Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flow’d 
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Fast by the oracle of God, I thence 
Invoke thy aid to my adventrons song, 

That with no middle flight intends- to soar 
Above the Aonian mount, while it pursues 
Things nnnttcmptcd yet in prose or rhyme. 

And chiefly thou, O Spirit, that dost prefer 
Before all templds the upright heart and pure. 
Instruct me, for thou know’st ; thou from the first 
Wast present, and, tvith mighty wings outspread. 
Dove-like sal’sl brooding on the v.ast abyss, 

And mad’st it pregnant : what in me is dark, 
Illumine ; what is low, raise and support ; 

That to the height of this great argument 
I m.ay assert eternal Providence, 

And justify the ways of God to men. 

Say fimt, for Heaven hides nothing from t’->' viev.-, 
Nor the deep tract of hell ; say first, what cause 
Moved our grand parents, in that happy state, 
Favour'd of Heaven so highly, to fall off 
From their Creator, and transgress his will 
For one restraint, lords of the world besides? 

Who first seduced them to that foul revolt ? 

The infernal Serpent ; he it was, whose gitilc, 

Stirr'd up with envy and revenge, derei\ed 
The mother of mankind, what time his piide 
Had cast him out from heaven, with all Ins host 
Of rebel angclb ; by whose aid, aspiring 
To set himself in glory above his peers, 

He trusted to have eipiaird the Most High, 

If he opposed ; anti, with ambitious aim 
Ag'niiist the throne and monarchy of God, 

Raised impious war in hca\cn, and battle proud. 
With vain attempt. Him the Almighty I'owtr 
Hurl’d headlong fiarning from the ethereal --ky, 

With hidct'us ruin and Ci-imbiistion, down 
To bottomless perdition ; there to dv ell 
In adamantine rhaiu- and penal fire, 

Wiw' durst drfy the Omnipotent to aTiiis. 

Nine time.-- ih.e space that mt.isurer. day and nigiit 



To tnnri.il nirn, im with hii linrrid crt vv 
I^iy vanquish’d, lollin.q in tlic ficrj* pilf, 

Co7)f(j;!!iclr<I, thoiiqli immortal ; but his doom 
Kc'crvcd him to more vvratli ; for now the tlioiiitlit 
lioth of lost liappineiS and lasting pain 
Torments him : round lie thrown Ids baleful eyes, 

Tliai witness’d luiye nfiliction and dismay, 

Jdix’d vvitb obdurate juide and steadfast hate: 

At once, as inr ns anitel’s hen, he views 
Tlic dismal sittiation waste and wild; 

A dunj’con horrible on all sides round, 

Ar. one great faniacc tlanicrl ; yet from those flames 
No light, hut rather darhness visible 
Served only to discover sights of woe, 

Kegions of sorrow, doh-fid shades, where pe.acc 
And rest can never dwell, hope never comes 
Tlial comes to all ; but torture without end 
Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed 
With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed : 

Such place eternal justice had pre|v.ired 
Tor those rchehious ; here their prison ordain’d 
In utter darkness, .and their portion set 
As far removed from God and light of heaven, 

As from the centre thrice to the utmost pole. 

O, how unlike the place from whence they fell 1 
riierc the companions of his fall, o’cnvhclm’d 
With floods and whirlwinds of tempestuous fire. 

He soon discerns, and vvelteiing by bis side 
One nc,\t liiniself in power, and nc.st in crime, 

Long after known in Palestine, and named 
Ilcelzcbub, To whom the arch-enemy, 

And thence in heaven^ call’d Satan, with bold words 
Breaking the horrid silence, thus began : 

*If thou beest he; hut O, how fallen! how changed 
From him, who, in the h.appy realms of light, 

Clothed with transcendent brightness, didst outshine 
Myriads though bright 1 If he whom mutu.al le.aguc, 
United tlioughts .and counsels, equal hope 
And h.az.ard in the glorious enterprise, 
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Join’d with me once, now misery hath join’d 
In equal ruin ; into what pit thou seest 
From what height fallen, so much the stronger proved 
He with his thunder ; and till then who knew 
The force of those dire arms ? Yet not for those, 

Nor what the potent Victor in his rage 
Can else inflict, do I repent or change, 

Though changed in outward lustre, that fix’d mind, 
And high disdain from sense of injured merit, 

That with the Mightiest raised -me to contend, 

And to the fierce contention brought along 
Innumerable force of spirits arm’d. 

That durst dislike his reign, and, me preferring, 

His utmost power with adverse power opposed 
In dubious battle on the plains of heaven. 

And shook his throne. What though the field be lost, 
All is not lost ; the unconquerable will. 

And study of revenge, immortal hate. 

And courage never to submit or yield, 

And what is else not to be overcome ; 

That glory never shall his wath or might 
Extort from me. To bow and sue for grace 
With suppliant knee, and deify his power 
Who from the terror of this arm so late 
Doubted his empire ; that were low indeed. 

That were an ignominy, and shame beneath 
This downfall : since by fate the strength of gods, 

And this empyreal substance cannot fail : 

Since through experience of this great event 
In arms not worse, in foresight much advanced. 

We may with more successful hope resolve 
To wage by force or guile eternal war. 

Irreconcilable to our grand foe. 

Who now triumphs, and in the excess of joy 
Sole reigning, holds the tyranny of heaven. 

So spake the apostate angel, though in pain, 
Vaunting aloud, but rack’d with deep despair. 

And him thus answered soon his bold compeer. 

‘ O prince, O chief of many-throned powers. 
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That led the embattled seraphim to war 
Under thy conduct, and in dreadful deeds 
Fearless, endanger’d heaven’s perpetual King, 

And put to proof his high supremacy. 

Whether upheld by strength, or chance, or fate ; 

Too well I see, and rue the dire event. 

That with sad overthrow, and foul defeat. 

Hath lost us heaven, and all this mighty host 
In horrible destruction laid thus low, 

As far as gods and heavenly essences 
Can perish: for the mind and spirit remain 
Invincible, and vigour soon returns. 

Though all our glory extinct, and happy state 
Here swallow’d up in endless misery. 

But what if he oUr Conqueror (whom I now 

Of force believe almighty, since no less 

Than such could have o’erpower’d such force as ours) 

Have left us this our spirit and strength entire 

Strongly to suffer and support our pains. 

That we may so suffice his vengeful ire. 

Or do him mightier service as his thralls 
By right of war, whate’er his business be. 

Here in the heart of hell to work in fire. 

Or do his errands in the gloomy deep? 

What can it then avail, though yet wC' feel 
Strength undiminish’d, or eternal being 
To undergo eternal punishment ?’ 

Whereto with speedy words the arch-fiend replied ; 

‘Fall’n cherub, to be weak is miserable 
Doing or suffering ; but of this be sure. 

To do aught good never will be our tasl^ 

But ever to do ill our sole delight. 

As being the contrary' to his high will 
Whom we resist. If then his providence 
Out of our ewl seek to bring forth good. 

Our labour must be to pervert that end. 

And out of good still to find means of evil. 

Which ofttimes may succeed, so as perhaps 
Shall grieve him, if 1 fail not, and disturb 
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His inmost counsels from their destined aim. 

But see, the angry Victor hath recall’d 
His ministers of vengeance and pursuit 
Back to the gates of heaven : the sulphurous hail, 
Shot after us in storm, o’erblown, hath laid 
The fiery surge, that from the precipice 
Of heaven received us falling ; and the thunder. 
Wing’d with red lightning and impetuous rage, 
Perhaps hath spent his shafts, and ceases now 
To bellow through the vast and boundless deep. 
Let us not slip the occasion, whether scorn 
Or satiate fur}' yield it from our foe. 

Seest thou yon dreary plain, forlorn and wild, 

The seat of desolation, void of light, 

Save what the glimmering of these livid flames 
Casts pale and dreadful? Thither let us tend 
From off the tossing of these fiery waves ; 

There rest, if any rest can harbour there ; 

And, reassembling our afflicted powers, 

Consult how we may henceforth most offend 
Our enemy; our own loss how repair; 

How overcome this dire calamity; 

What reinforcement we may gain from hope ; 

If not, what resolution from despair.’ 

Thus Satan, talking to his nearest mate. 

With head uplift above the wave, and eyes 
That sparkling blazed ; his other parts besides 
Prone on the flood, extending long and large. 

Lay floating many a rood ; in bulk as huge 
As whom the fables name of monstrous size, 
Titanian, or Earth-born, that warr’d on Jove; 
Briareos or Typhon, whom the den 
By ancient Tarsus held ; or that sea-beast 
Leviathan, which God of a’l his works 
Created hugest that swim the ocean stream : 

Him, haply, slumbering on the Norway foam. 

The pilot of some small night-founder’d skiff 
Deeming some island, oft, as seamen tell, 

With fixed anchor in his scaly rind 
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Who now is Sovereign, can dispose and bid 
What shall be right ; farthest from him is best, 

Whom reason hath equall’d, force hath made supreme 
Above his equals. Farewell, happy fields. 

Where joy for ever dwells ! Hail horrors, hail 
Infernal world, and thou profoundest hell. 

Receive thy new possessor ; one who brings 
A mind not to be changed by place or time; 

The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven. 

What matter where, if I be still the same, 

And what I should be ; all but less than he 
Whom thunder hath made greater.? Here at least 
We shall be free ; the Almighty hath not built 
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence : 

Here we may reign secure, and, in my choice, 

To reign is worth ambition, though in hell : 

Better to reign in hell than sen^e in heaven. 

But wherefore let we then our faithful friends. 

The associates and copartners of our loss, 

Lie thus astonish’d on the oblivious pool. 

And call them not to share with us their part 
In this unhappy mansion, or once more, 

With rallied arms, to try what may be yet 
Regain’d in heaven, or what more lost in hell.?’ 

So Satan spake, and him Beelzebub 
Thus answer’d. ‘ Leader of those armies bright, 

MTiich but the Omnipotent none could have foil'd, 

If once they hear that voice, their liveliest pledge 
Of hope in fears and dangers, heard so oft 
In worse extremes, and on the perilous edge 
Of battle when it raged, in all assaults 
Their surest signal, they will soon resume 
New courage and revive ; though now thej' He 
Grovelling and prostrate on yon lake of fire, 

As we erewhile, astounded and amazed ; 

No wonder, fall’n such a pernicious height.’ 

He scarce had ceased when the superior fiend 
Was moving toward the shore : his ponderous shield, 
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Cherub and seraph rolling in the flood 
With scatter’d arms and ensigns^ till anon 
His swift pursuers from heaven-gates discern 
The advantage, and descending, tread us down 
Thus drooping, or with linked thunderbolts 
Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf, — 

Awake, arise, or be for ever fall'n.’ 

They heard, and were abash’d, and up they sprung 
Upon the wing ; as when men wont to watch 
On duty, sleeping found by whom they dread. 

Rouse and bestir themselves ere well awake. 

Nor did they not perceive the evil plight 
In which they were, or the fierce pains not feel; 

Yet to their general’s voice they soon obey’d. 
Innumerable. As when the potent rod 
Of Amram’s son, in Egj'pt’s evil day, 

Wav’d round the coast, upcall’d a pitchy cloud 
Of locusts, warping on the eastern wind. 

That o'er the realm of impious Pharaoh hung 
Like night, and darken’d all the land of Nile : 

So numberless were those bad angels seen 
Hovering on wing under the cope of hell, 

Twixt upper, nether, and surrounding fires ; 

Till at a signal given, the uplifted spear 
Of their great sultan waving to direct 
Their course, in even balance down they light 
On the firm brimstone, and fill all the plain ; 

A multitude like which the populous north 
Pour’d never from her frozen loins, to pass 
Rhene or the Danaw, when her barbarous sons 
Came like a deluge on the south, and spread 
Beneath Gibraltar to the Libyan sands. 

Forthwith from every squadron and each band 
The heads and leaders thither haste where stooa 
Their great commander ; godlike shapes and forms 
Excelling human, princely dignities ; 

And powers that erst in heaven sat on thrones. 

Though of their names in heavenly records now 
Be nc memorial ; blotted out and rased 
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His temple right against the temple of God 
On that opprobrious hill ; and made his grove 
The pleasant valley of Hinnom, Tophet thence 
And black Gehenna call’d, the type of hell. 

Next, Chemos, the obscene dread of Moab’s sons. 
From Aroer to Nebo, and the wild 
Of southmost Abarim ; in Hesebon ' 

And Horonaim, Seon’s realm, beyond 
The flowery dale of Sibma clad with vines, 

And Eleale to the asphaltic pool. 

Peor his other name, when he enticed 

^ • 

Israel in^Sittim, on their march from Nile, 

To do him wanton rites, which cost them woe. 

Yet thence his lustful orgies he enlarged 
Even to that hill of scandal, by the grove 
Of Moloch homicide ; lust hard by hate ; 

Till good Josiah drove them thence to hell. 

With these came they, who, from the bordering flood 
Of old Euphrates to the brook that parts 
Egypt from SjTian ground, had general names 
Of Baalim and Ashtaroth ; those male, 

These feminine : for spirits, when they please, 

Can either sex assume, or both ; so soft 
And uncompounded is their essence pure ; 

Not tied or manacled with joint or limb. 

Nor founded on the brittle^ strength of bones, 

Like cumbrous flesh ; but, in what shape they choose 
Dilated or condensed, bright or obscure, 

Can execute their airy purposes. 

And works of love or enmity fulfil. 

For those the race of Israel oft forsook 
Their living strength, and unfrequented left 
His righteous altar, bowing lowly dotvn 
To bestial gods ; for which their heads as low 
Bow’d dowm in battle, sunk before the spear 
Of despicable foes. With these in troop 
Came Astoreth, whom the Phcenicians call’d 
Astarte, queen of heaven, -with crescent horns ; 

To whose bright image nightly by the moon 
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Sidoninn virj'ins paid tlicir vows and songs ; 

In Sion also not nnsitng, where stood 

Her temple on the offensive mountain, built 

By that iiNorioiis long, whose heart, though large. 

Beguiled by fair idolatresses, fell 

To idols foul. Thainmii: came next behind, 

Who'=c annual wound in Lebanon allured 
The Syrian damsels to lament bis fate 
In amorous ditties all a summer's d.ay ; 

While smooth Adonis from bis native rock 
Kan purple to the sea, supposed with blood 
Of Thammu: yearly wounded : the love-tale 
Infected Sion’s daughters with like hc.at, 

Whose wanton passions in the sacred porch 
Eickicl saw, when, by the vision led. 

His eye surve/d the dark idolatries 
Of alienated Judah. Next came one 
Who mourn’d in earnest, when the captive ark 
Maim’d his brute image, head and hands lopp'd off 
In his own temple, on the grunscl-cdgc, 

Wlicrc he fell flat, and shamed his worshippers : 
Dagon his name, sea-monster, upward man 
And downward fish : yet had liis temple high 
Rear’d in Azotus, dreaded through the coast 
Of Palestine, in Gath and Asc.alon, 

And Accaron and Gaza’s frontier bounds. 

Him follow'd Riimnon, whose delightful scat 
Was fair Damascus, on the fertile banks 
Of Abana and Pliarpliar, lucid strc.ams. 

He also 'gainst the house of God was bold; 

A leper once he lost, and g.ain’d a king ; 

Ahaz his sottish conqueror, whom he drew 
God’s altar to disparage and displace 
For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn 
His odious oflerings, and ad ,c the gods 
Whom he had vanquish’d. After these appear’d 
A crew, who, under names ^if old renown, 

Osiris, Isis, Orus, and their train. 

With monstrous shapes and sorceries abused 
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Fanatic Egypt and her priests, to seek 
Their wandering gods disguised in brutish fonns 
Rather than human. Nor did Israel ’scape 
The infection, when their borrow’d gold composed 
The calf in Oreb ; and the rebel king 
Doubled that sin in Bethel and in Dan, 

Likening his Maker to the grazed ox ; 

Jehovah, who in one night, when he pass’d 
From Egypt marching, equaU’d with one stroke 
Both her first-bom and all her bleating gods. 
Belial came last, than whom a spirit more lewd 
Fell not from heaven, or more gross to love 
Vice for itself : to him no temple stood. 

Or altar smoked; yet who more oft than he 
In temples and at altars, when the priest 
Turns atheist, as did Eli’s sons, who fill’d 
■\Yith lust and violence the house of God.^ 

In courts and palaces he also reigns 
And in luxurious cities, where the noise 
Of riot ascends above their loftiest towers. 

And injurj' and outrage ; and when night 
Darkens the streets, then wander forth the sons 
Of Belial, flown with insolence and wine. 

Witness the streets of Sodom, and that night 
In Gibeah, when the hospitable door 
Exposed a matron, to avoid worse nape. 

These were the prime in order and in might : 

The rest were long to tell, though far renown’d, 
The Ionian gods, of Javan’s issue; held 
Gods, yet confess’d later than heaven and earth, 
Their boasted parents : Titan, heaven’s first-born, 
With his enormous brood, and birthright seized 
By younger Saturn ; he from mightier Jove, 

His own and Rhea’s son, like measure found ; 

So Jove usurping reign’d : these first in Crete 
And Ida known, thence on the snowy top 
Of cold Oljmpus, ruled the middle air, 

Their highest heaven ; or on the Delphian cliffj 
Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds 
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Anguish, and doubt, and fear, and sorrow, and pain 
From mortal or immortal minds. Thus they, 
Breathing united force, with fixed thought, 
hloved on in silence to soft pipes, that chami'd 
Their painful steps o’er the burnt soil : and now 
Advanced in view they stand ; a horrid front 
Of dreadful length and dazrling arms, in guise 
Of warriors old with order'd spear and shield ! 
Awaiting what command their mighty chief 
Had to impose : he through the armed files 
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse 
The whole battalion ^•iews, their order due. 

Their visages and stature as of gods ; 

Their number last he sums. And now his heart 
Distends with pride, and hardening in his strength 
Glories ; for never since created man 
hlet such embodied force, as named with these 
Could merit more than that small infantry 
WarFd on by cranes : though all the giant brood 
Of Phlegra with the heroic race were join’d 
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side 
hlix’d with auxiliar gods ; and what resounds 
In fable or romance of Uther’s son 
Begirt nith British and Armoric knights ; 

And all who since, baptized or infidel, 

Jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban, 

Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond, 

Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore, 

When Charlemain with all his peerage fell 
By Fontarabia, Thus far these beyond 
Compare of mortal prowess, yet obsen'ed 
Their dread commander ; he, above the rest 
In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 

Stood like a tower ; his form had yet not lost 
All her original brightness, nor appear’d 
Less than archangel ruin’d, and the excess 
Of glory obscured ; as when the sun, new risen, 
Looks through the horizontal mist>’ air 
Shorn of his beams ; or from behind the moon, 
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In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds 
On half the nations, and with fear of change 
Perplexes monarchs. Darken’d so, yet shone ' 
Above them all the archangel ; but his face 
Deep scars of thunder had intrench’d ; and care 
Sat on his faded cheek ; but under brows 
Of dauntless courage, and considerate pride 
Waiting revenge ; cruel his eyes, but cast 
Signs of remorse and passion, to behold 
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather 
(Far other once beheld in bliss), condemn’d 
For ever now to have their lot in pain : 

Millions of spirits for his fault amerced 
Of heaven, and from eternal splendours flung 
For his revolt ; yet faithful how they stood, 

Their glory wither’d ; as when heaven’s fire 
Hath scathed the forest oaks, or mountain pines, 
With singed top their stately growth, though bare. 
Stands on the blasted heath. He now prepared 
To speak •, whereat their doubled ranks they bend 
From rving to wing, and half enclose him round 
With all his peers ; attention held them mute. 
Thrice he assay’d, and thrice, in spite of scorn, 
Tears, such as angels weep, burst forth : at last 
Words interwove with sighs found out their way. 

‘ O mjTiads of immortal spirits ! O porvers 
Matchless, but with the Almighty ; and that strife 
Was not inglorious, though the event was dire, 

As this place testifies, and this dire change 
Hateful to utter! but what power of mind. 
Foreseeing or presaging, from the depth 
Of knowledge, past or present, could have fear’d, 
How such united force of gods, how such 
As stood like these, could ever know repulse ? 

For who can yet believe, though after loss. 

That all these puissant legions, whose e.\ile 
Hath emptied heaven, shall fail to reascend 
Self-raised, and repossess their native seat? 

For me, be witness all the host of heaven, 
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If counsels different, or dangers shunn’d 
By me, have lost our hopes. But he who reigns 
Monarch in heaven, till then as one secure 
Sat on his throne, upheld by old repute. 

Consent or custom; and his regal state 

Put forth at full, but still his strength conceal’d, 

Which tempted our attempt, and wrought our fall. 

Henceforth his might we know, and know our own ; 

So as not either to provoke, or dread 

New war, provoked ; our better part lemains 

To work in close design, by fraud or guile, 

What force effected not : that he no less 
At length from us may find, who overcomes 
By force, hath overcome but half his foe. 

Space may produce new worlds ; whereof so rife 
There went a fame in heaven that he ere long 
Intended to create, and therein plant 
A generation, whom his choice regard 
Should favour equal to the sons of heaven ; 

Thither, if but to pry, shall be perhaps 
Our first eruption : thither or elsewhere ; 

For this infernal pit shall never hold 
Celestial spirits in bondage, nor the abyss 
Long under darkness cover. But these thoughts 
Full counsel must mature : peace is despair’d ; 

For -who can think submission ? War then, war, 
Open or understood, must be resolved.’ 

He spake ; and, to confirm his rvords, out-flew 
Millions of flaming swords, draw'n from the thighs 
Of mighty cherubim ; the sudden blaze 
Far round illumined hell : highly they raged 
Against the Highest, and fierce with grasped arms 
Clash’d on their sounding shields the din of war. 
Hurling defiance toward the vault of heaven. 

There stood a hill not far, whose grisly top 
Belch’d fire and rolling smoke ; the rest entire 
Shone with a glossy scurf, undoubted sign 
That in his womb was hid metallic ore, 

The work of sulphur. Thither, winged with speed. 
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A numerous brigade hasten’d : as when bands 
Of pioneers, witli spade and pickaxe arm’d 
Forerun the royal camp, to trench a field, 

Or cast a rampart. Mammon led them on, 

Mammon, the lc.ast erected spirit that fell 
From heaven ; for e’en in heaven his looks and thoughts 
Were .always downw.ard bent, admiring more 
The riches of heaven’s pavement, trodden gold. 

Than aught divine or holy else enjo^d 

In vision beatific : by him first 

Men also, and by his suggestion taught, 

Ransack’d the centre, and with impious hands 
Rifled the bowels of their mother earth 
For treasures, better hid. Soon had his crew 
Open’d into the hill a sp.acious wound. 

And digg’d out ribs of gold. Let none admire 
Tliat riches grow in hell ; that soil may best 
Deserve the precious banc. And here let those 
Who boast in mortal things, and wondering tell 
Of Babel, and the works of Memphian kings, 

Learn how their greatest monuments of fame. 

And strength and art, arc easily outdone 
By spirits reprobate, and in an hour, 

Wliat in an age they with incessant toil 
And hands innumerable scarce perform. 

Nigh on the plain, in many cells prepared. 

That underneath had veins of liquid fire 
Sluiced from the lake, a second multitude 
With wondrous art founded the massy ore, 

Severing each kind, and scumm’d the bullion dross; 

A third as soon had form’d within the ground 
A various mould, and from the boiling cells, 

By strange conveyance, fill’d each hollow nook ; 

As in an organ, from one bl.ast of wind 

To many a row of pipes the sound-board breathes, 

Anon out of the earth a fabric huge 
Rose like .an exhalation, with the sound 
Of dulcet symphonies and voices sweet, 

'Built like a temple, where pilasters round 
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Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid 

With golden architrave ; nor did there want 

Cornice or frieze, with bossy sculptures graven ; 

The roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon, 

Nor great Alcairo, such magnificence 

Equall’d in all their glories, to enshrine 

Belus or Serapis, their gods, or scat 

Their kings, when Egypt with Assyria strove 

In wealth and luxury. The ascending pile 

Stood fix’d her stately height : and straight the doors. 

Opening their brazen folds, discover wide 

Within, her ample spaces o’er the smooth 

And level pavement : from the arched roof 

Pendent by subtle magic many a row 

Of starry lamps and blazing cressets, fed 

With naphtha and asphaltus, yielded light 

As from a sky'. The hasty multitude 

Admiring enter’d ; and the work some praise, 

And some the architect : his hand was know n 
In heaven by many a tower’d structure high. 

Where sceptred angels held their residence, 

And sat as princes ; whom the supreme King 
Exalted to such power, and gave to rule, 

Each in his hierarchy, the orders bright. 

Nor was his name unheard or unadored 
In ancient Greece ; and in Ausonian land 
Men call’d him Mulciber ; and how he fell 
From heaven, tliey fabled, thrown by angry Jove 
Sheer o’er the cry’stal battlements : from mom 
To noon he fell, from noon to deny eve, 

A summer’s day ; and with the setting sun 
Dropped from the zenith like a falling star. 

On Lemnos the jEgean isle : thus they relate^ 

Erring ; for he with this rebellious rout 
Fell long before ; nor aught availed him now' 

To have built in heaven high towers ; nor did he ’scape 
By all his engines, but was headlong sent 
With his industrious crew to build in hell. 

Meanwhile the winged heralds, by command 
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Of sovereign power, with awful ceremony 
And trumpet’s sound, throughout the host proclaim 
A solemn council forthwith to be held 
At Pandemonium, the high capital 
Of Satan and his peers : their summons call’d 
From every band and squared regiment 
By place or choice the worthiest ; they anon 
With hundreds and with thousands trooping came 
Attended : all access was throng’d, the gates 
And porches wide, but chief the spacious hall 
(Though like a cover’d field, where champions bold 
Wont ride in arm’d, and at the soldan’s chair 
Defied the best of Panim chivalry 
To mortal combat, or career with lance). 

Thick swarm’d, both on the ground and in the air 
Brush’d with the hiss of rustling wings. As bees 
In spring-time, when the sun with Taurus rides, 

Pour forth their populous youth about the hive 
In clusters ; they among fresh dews and 'flowers 
Fly to and fro, or on the smoothed plank. 

The suburb of their straw-built citadel. 

New rubb’d with balm, expatiate and confer 
Their state affairs : so thick the airy crowd 
Swarm’d and were straiten’d ; till, the signal given. 
Behold a wonder ! They but now who seem’d 
In bigness to surpass earth’s giant sons, 

Now less than smallest dwarfs, in narrow room 
Throng numberless, like that pygmean race 
Beyond the Indian mount, or fairy elves, 

Whose midnight revels, by a forest-side 
Or fountain, some belated peasant sees. 

Or dreams he sees, while over head the moon 
Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth 
Wheels her pale course ; they, on their mirth and dance 
Intent, with jocund music charm his ear ; 

At once with joy .and fear his heart rebounds. 

Thus incorporeal spirits to smallest forms 
Reduc’d their shapes immense, and were at large, 
Tho“!gh without number still, amidst the hall 
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Of that infernal court. But far v.-ithin, 

And in their own dimensions, like themselves, 

The great seraphic lords and cherubim 
In close recess and secret conclave sat, 

A thousand demigods on golden seats, 

Frequent and full. After short silence then 
And summons read, the great consult began. 

BOOK IV. 

O, for tliat warning voice, which he. who saw 
The Apocalypse, heard crj* in heaven aloud, 

Then when the Dragon, put to second rout. 

Came furious down to be revenged on men, 

‘ Woe to the inhabitants on earth ! ’ that now, 

IMiile time was, our first parents had been warn’d 
The coming of their secret foe, and ’scaped. 

Haply so ’scaped his mortal snare ; for now 
Satan, now first infiamed with rage, came down. 
The tempter ere the accuser of mankind, 

To wreak on innocent frail man his loss 
Of that first battle, and his flight to heU : 

Yet, not rejoicing in his speed, though bold 
Far off and fearless, not with cause to boast, 

Begins his dire attempt ; which nigh the birth 
Now rolling boils in his tumultuous breast, 

And like a devilish engine back recoils 
Upon himself ; horror and doubt distract 
His troubled thoughts, and from the bottom stir 
The hell within him ; for within him hell 
He brings, and round about him, nor from hell 
One step, no more than from himself, can fly. 

By change of place : now conscience wakes despair, 
That slumber'd ; wakes the bitter memory 
Of what he was, what is, and what must be : 

Worse ; of worse deeds worse sufferings must ensue. 
Sometimes towards Eden, which now in his tdew 
Lay pleasant, his grieved look he fixed sad ; 
Sometimes towards heaven, and the full-blazing sun, 
Which now sat high in his meridian tower: 
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To me alike, it deals eternal avoc. 

Kay. cursed be thou ; since against his thy will 
Chose freely what it now so justly rues, 

Me miserable ! Inch w ay shall I fly 
Infinite wrath, and infinite despair? 

Which way I fly is hell ; myself am hell ; 

And, in the lowest deep, a lower deep 
Still threatening to devour me opens wide, 

To which the hell I suffer seems a heaven, 

O, then, at last relent : is there no place 
Left for repentance, none for pardon left? 

None left but by submission ; and that word 
Disdain forbids me, and my dread of shame 
Among the spirits beneath, whom I seduced 
M'ith other promises and other vaunts 
Than to submit, boasting I could subdue 
The Omnipotent. Ah me ! they little know 
How' dearly I abide that boast so vain ; 

Under what torments inwardly I groan, 

MTiile they adore me on the throne of hell, 

With diadem and sceptre high advanced. 

The lower still I fall, only supreme 
In misery ; such joy ambition finds. 

But say I could repent, and could obtain, 

By act of grace, my former state ; how soon 
Would height recall high thoughts, how soon unsay 
What feign'd submission swore ! Ease \\ ould recant 
Vows made in pain, as violent and void. 

For never can true reconcilement grow 
MTiere wounds of deadly hate have pierced so deep: 
Which would but lead me to a worse relapse 
And hea^der fall : so should I purchase dear 
Short intermission bought with double smart. 

This knows my punisher ; therefore as far 
From granting he, as I from begging peace : 

All hope excluded thus, behold, inste.ad 
Of us out-cast, exiled, his new delight, 
rilankind created, and for him this world. 

So farewell hope, and with hope farewell fear. 
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Farewell remorse : all good to me is lost : 

Evil, be thou my good : by thee at least 
Divided empire with heaven’s King I hold, 

By thee, and more than half perhaps will reign, 

As man ere long, and this new world shall know.’ 

Thus while he spake, each passion dimm’d his lace 
Thrice changed with pale ire, envy, and despair ; 
Which marrid his borrow’d visage, and betray’d 
Him counterfeit, if any eye beheld ; 

For heavenly minds from such distempers foul 
Are ever clear. Whereof he soon aware. 

Each perturbation smooth’d until outward calm, 

Artificer of fraud ; and was the first 

That practised falsehood under saintly show, 

Deep malice to conceal, couch’d with revenge 
Yet not enough had practised to deceive 
Uriel once warn’d : whose eye pursued him down 
The way he went, and on the Assyrian mount 
Saw him disfigured, more than could befall 
Spirit of happy sort : his gestures fierce 
He mark’d, and mad demeanour, then alone. 

As he supposed, all unobserved, unseen. 

So on he fares, and to the border comes 
Of Eden, where delicious Paradise, 

Now nearer, crowns with her enclosure green. 

As with a rural mound, the champaign head 
Of a steep wilderness, whose hairy sides 
With thicket overgrown, grotesque and wild. 

Access denied ; and over-head up-grew 
Insuperable height of loftiest shade, 

Cedar, and pine, and fir, and branching palm, 

A sylvan scene ; and, as the ranks ascend 
Shade above shade, a woody theatre 
Of stateliest view. Yet higher than their tops 
The verdurous unll of Paradise up-sprung : 

Which to our general sire gave prospect large 
Into his nether empire neighbouring round : 

And higher than that wall a circling row 
Of goodliest trees, loaden with fairest fruit, 
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Blossoms and fruits at once of golden hue, 

Appear’d, with gay enamell’d colours mix’d : 

On which the sun more glad impress’d his beams 
Than in fair evening cloud, or humid bow, 

Wlien God hath shower’d the earth ; so lovely seem’d 
That landscape : and of pure now purer air 
Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires 
Vernal delight and joy, :ible to drive 
All sadness but despair : now gentle gales. 

Fanning their odoriferous wings, dispense 
Native perfumes, and whisper n hence they stole 
Those balmy spoils. As when to them who sail 
Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now arc past 
Mozambic, off at sea north-east winds blow’ 

Sabean odours from the spiej- shore 

Of Araby the Blest ; with such delay 

Well pleased they slack their course, and many a league 

Cheer’d with the grateful smell old Ocean smiles: 

So entertain’d those odorous sweets the fiend, 

Who came their bane : though with them better pleased 

Than Asmodeus with the fishy fume 

That drove him, though enamour’d, from the spouse 

Of Tobit’s son, and with a vengeance sent 

From Media post to Egj'pt, there fast bound. 

Now' to the ascent of that steep savage hill 
Satan had journey’d on, pensive and slow ; 

But further way found none, so thick entwined, 

As one continued brake, the undergrowth 
Of shrubs and tangling bushes had perple.x’d 
All path of man or beast that pass’d that way. 

One gate there only was, and that look’d east 
On the other side : which when the arch-felon saw. 

Due entrance he disdain’d ; and, in contempt, 

At one slight bound high o’erleap’d all bound 
Of hill or highest wall, and sheer w'ithin 
Lights on his feet. As w’hen a prowling wolf. 

Whom hunger drives to seek new haunt for prey. 
Watching where shepherds pen their flocks at eve 
In hurdled cotes amid the field secure. 
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Lenps o’er the fence wth ease into the fold : 

Or as a thief bent to unhoard the cash 
Of some rich burgher, whose substantial doors, 
Cross-barr’d and bolted fast, fear no assault, 

In at the window climbs, or o’er the tiles : 

So clomb the first grand thief into God’s fold ; 

So since into his church lewd hirelings climb. 
Thence up he flew, and on the tree of life. 

The middle tree and highest there that grew, 

Sat like a cormorant ; yet not true life 

Thereby regain’d, but sat devising death 

To them who lived ; nor on the virtue thought 

Of that life-gi\-ing plant, but only used 

For prospect, what well used had been the pledge 

Of immortalitj’. So little knows 

Any, but God alone, to value right 

The good before him, but perverts best things 

To worst abuse, or to their meanest use. 

Beneath him with new wonder now he views. 

To all delight of human sense e.\posed. 

In narrow room, nature’s whole wealth, yea more, 

A heaven on earth ; for blissful Paradise 
Of God the garden was, by him in the east 
Of Eden planted ; Eden stretch’d her line 
From Auran eastward to the royal towers 
Of great Seleucia, built by Grecian kings, 

Or where the sons of Eden long before 
Dwelt in Telassar : in this ple.rsant soil 
His far more pleasant garden God ordain’d : 

Out of the fertile ground he caused to grow 
.AH trees of noblest kind for sight, smell, taste ; 

And all amid them stood the tree of life, 

High eminent, blooming ambrosial fruit 
Of vegetable gold ; and nc.\t to life. 

Our de.rth, the tree of knowledge, grew fast by. 
Knowledge of good, bought dear by knowing ill 
Southward through Eden went a river large 
Nor changed his course, but through the shaggj’ hill 
Pass'd underneath ingulFd ; for Cod had thrown 
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r>>-oniliin;; tlie siiicil of (icKl a)ul grove, nttuiio 
Tile tronibliisg le.ivcs, while universal Pan, 

Ivnit whh the Gr.ires an<i the Hours in dance, 

Led on the eternal Spiing. Not that fair field 
Of Knna, where Proserpine gathering flowers, 

Herself a fairer flower, by gloomy His 
Was gather'd, which cost Ceres all that pain 
To see): her through the world ; nor that sweet grove 
Of Daphne by Orontes, and the inspired 
Castalian spring, might with this Paradise > 

Of Kden strive ; nor that Nyscian isle 
Girt with the river Triton, where old Cham, 

Whom Gentiles Ammon call and Libyan Jove, 

Hid Amahhea, and her florid son 

Young llacchiis, from his stepdamc Rhea’s eye ; 

Nor where Abassin kings their issue guard, 

Mount Amara, though this by some supposed 
Tnic Paradise, under the Etbiop line 
By N ibis' head, enclosed with shining rock, 

A whole day’s journey high, but wide remote 
From this Assyrian garden, where the fiend 
Saw, tindclighlcd, all delight, ail kind 
Of living creatures, new to sight and strange. 

Two of far nobler shape, erect and tall, 

Godlike erect, with native honour clad, 

In naked majesty seem’d lords of all : 

And worthy seem'd ; for in their looks divine 
The image of their glorious Maker shone, 

Truth, wisdom, sanctitude severe and pure 
(Severe, but in true filial freedom placed). 

Whence true authority in men ; though both 
Not equal, as their sex not equal seem’d ; 

For contemplation he and valour form’d ; 

For softness she, and sweet attractive grace ; 

He for God only, she for God in him : 

His fair large front and eye sublime declared 
Absolute rule ; and hyacintliinc locks 
Round from his parted forelock manly hung 
Clustering, but not beneath his sliouldcrs broad : 





ti 

to'ZT'" ^ 

, '".lA-e ,( ■“ ifte/n . „ outim^ ■ 

r^^P^-oofum ’^^dofu-^ fi'-Jne 
CoucA’d , ,‘“^C(]cd . ^itai . 

hnw ^ ^ou* Cl * n 

O^bJve '"'S^'""/°'‘-°W(A p"“"^ 

^''bcn s!” sta,; in tAe ^5^°"'' 

Th’'^ to X sa.d. 

^ijfoun-t, , fn hinisQif 1 

"'i'o/esotno '" ’'igh! J om 

§sl$§^s^ 

'>'■ '-lA r "■’“"on'- d "“ '■OW !/ ' S™»ncl 

«« £f "o 

^^^endd '^O'nes r, to b„ ^ P ‘‘or ,, 

A, ^ "°t Aer I "°' caj; -"'^t.’’ “^y> 

\\r- ^°°ds, o r ^ °"'ost m ' Jnstfce w . 

'' "it o(Ap ^““nfa/n, tbr ^'‘'tno 

,T° f!;- '•» ; ■'S"' " «» 

ul ,'" ''■»• S '"""M ?i '■°"'- iT 

'*"' '‘““"ir '"■• e.s 

fttg^ard?®'®" site 

ite tAus l^^-''>'y.- 



36 o 


THE EHGLISH POETS. 


‘ Out of my sight, thou serpent ! That name best 
Befits thee with him leagued, thyself as false 
And hateful ; nothing wants, but that thy shape, 
Like his, and colour serpentine, may shew 
Thy inward fraud ; to warn all creatures from thee 
Henceforth ; lest that too heavenly form, pretended 
To hellish falsehood, snare them ! But for thee 
I had persisted happy: had not thy pride 
And wandering vanitj’’, when least was safe, 
Rejected my forewarning, and disdain’d 
Not to be trusted ; longing to be seen. 

Though by the devil himself ; him overweening 
To over-reach ; but, with the serpent meeting. 
Fool’d and beguiled; bj’ him thou, I by thee. 

To trust thee from my side ; imagined wise. 
Constant, mature, proof against all assaults ; 

And understood not all was but a show. 

Rather than solid virtue ; all but a i ib 
Crooked by nature, bent, as now appears. 

More to the part sinister, from me drawn ; 

Well if thrown out, as supernumerary 
To my just number found. O 1 why did God, 
Creator wise, that peopled highest heaven 
With spirits masculine, create at last 
This novelty on earth, this fair defect 
Of nature, and not fill the rvorld at once 
With men, as angels, \rithout feminine ; 

Or find some other way to generate 
Mankind?’ This mischief had not then befallen. 

And more that shall befall ; innumerable 
Disturbances on earth through female snares, 

And strait conjunction with this sex : for either 
He never shall find out fit mate, but such 
As some misfortune brings him, or mistake ; 

Or w'hom he wishes most shall seldom gain. 
Through her perverseness, but shall see her gain’d 
By a far worse ; or, if she love, withheld 
By parents ; or his happiest choice too late 
Shall meet, already link’d and wedlock bound 
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To a fell adversarj', his hate or shame; 

Which infinite calamity shall cause 
To human life, and household peace confound.’ 

He added not, and from her turn’d : but Eve, 
Not so repulsed, with tears that ceased not flowingj 
And tresses all disorder’d, .at his feet 
Fell humble ; and, embracing them, besought 
His peace, and thus proceeded in her plaint : 

‘Forsake me not thus, Adam! witness Hc.aven 
A\'hal love sincere, and reverence in my heart 
1 bear thee, and unweeting have ofiended. 
Unhappily deceived! Tliy suppliant 
1 beg, and clasp thy knees -, bcrc.ave me not, 
Whereon I live, thy gentle looks, thy aid. 

Thy counsel, in this uttermost distress. 

My only strength .and st.ay; forlorn of thee. 

Whither shall I betake me, where subsist ? 

Wliilc yet Ave live, scarce one short hour perhaps. 
Between us two let there be peace ; both joining 
As join’d in injuries, one enmity 
Against a foe by doom express assign’d us, 

That cniel serpent : on me exercise not 
Thy hatred for this misery befallen ; 

On me already lost, me than thyself 
More miserable 1 both have sinn’d ; but thou 
Against God only, I ag.ainst God and thee ; 

And to the place of judgment will return. 

There with my cares importune Heaven ; that all 
The sentence, from thy head removed, may light 
On me, sole c.ause to thee of all this woe ; 

Me, me only, just object of his ire!’ 

She ended weeping ; and her loAvly plight. 
Immoveable, till peace obtain’d from fault 
Acknowledged and deplored, in Adam A\Tought 
Commiseration ; soon his heart relented 
Towards her, his life so late, and sole delight. 

Now at his feet submissive in distress ; 

Creature so fair his reconcilement seeking. 

His counsel, whom she had displeased, his aid : 
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Into this cursed world a woeful race, 

That after wretched life must he at last 
Food for so foul a monster ; in thy power 
It lies, yet ere conception to prevent 
The race unblest, to being yet unbegot. 

Childless thou art, childless remain : so Death 
Shall be deceived his glut, and with us two 
Be forced to satisfy his ravenous maw. 

But if thou judge it hard and difficult, 

Conversing, looking, loving, to abstain 
From love’s due rites, nuptial embraces sweet ; 
And with desire to languish without hope, 

Before the present object languishing 
With like desire ; which would be misery 
And torment less than none of what we dread ; 
Then, both ourselves and seed at once to free 
From what wo fear for both, let us make short, 

Let us seek Death ; or, he not found, supply 
With our own hands his office on ourselves. 

Wliy stand we longer shivering under fears 
That shew no end but death, and have the power, 
Of many ways to die the shortest choosing, 
Destruction with destruction to destroy?’ 

She ended here, or vehement despair 
Broke off the rest ; so much of death lier thoughts 
Had entertain’d, as dyed her checks with pale. 

But Adam with such counsel nothing sway’d. 

To belter hopes his more attentive mind 
Labouring had raised ; and thus to Eve replied : 

‘ Eve, thy contempt of life and pleasure seems 
To argue in thee something more sublime 
And excellent, than what thy mind contemns ; 

But self-destruction, therefore sought, refutes 
That excellence thought in thee ; and implies 
Kot thy contempt, but anguish and regret 
For loss of life and ple.asure overloved. 

Or if thou covet death, as utmost end 

Of miser)', so thinking to evade 

The penalty pronounced ; doubt not but God 
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And teach us further by what means to shun 
The inclement seasons, rain, ice, hail, and snow? 

Which now the sky, with various face, begins 
To shew us in this mountain ; while the winds 
Blow moist and keen, shattering the graceful locks 
Of these fair-spreading trees ; which bids us seek 
Some better shroud, some better warmth to cherish 
Our limbs benumb’d, ere this diurnal star 
Leave cold the night, how we his gathered beams 
Reflected may with matter sere foment, 

Or, by collision of two bodies, grind 
The air attrite to fire ; as late the clouds 
Justling, or push’d with wnds, rude in their shock, 

Tine the slant lightning, whose thwart flame driven dotvn, 
Kindles the gummy bark of fir or pine, 

And sends a comfortable heat from far 
Which might supply the sun ; such fire to use> 

And what may else be remedy or cure 
To evils which our own misdeeds have wrought, 

He will instruct us praying, and of grace 
Beseeching him ; so as we need not fear 
To pass commodiously this life, sustain’d 
By him with many comforts, till we end 
In dust, our final rest and native home. 

What better can we do, than, to the place 
Repairing where he judged us, prostrate fall ■ 

Before him reverent, and there confess 
Humbly our faults, and pardon beg ; with tears 
Watering the ground, and with our sighs the air 
Frequenting, sent from hearts contrite, in sign 
Of sorrow unfeigned, and humiliation meek? 
-Undoubtedly he will relent, and turn 
From his displeasure ; in whose look serene, 

When angry most he seem’d and most severe. 

What else but favour, grace, and mercy, shone?’ 

So spake our father penitent ; nor Eve 
Felt less remorse : they, forthwith to the place 
Repairing where he judged them, prostrate fell 
Before him reverent ; and both confess’d 
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Humbly their faults, and pardon begg’d ; with tears 
Watering the ground, and with their sighs the air 
Frequenting, sent from hearts contrite, in sign 
Of sorrow unfeigned, and humiliation meek. 


From ‘Paradise Regained.’ 

[i665; at. 58.] 

BOOK I. 

Ikleanwhile the Son of God, who yet some days 
Lodged in Bethabara, where John baptized, 

Jklusing, and much revohnng in his breast. 

How b'est the mighty work he might begin 
Of Sanour to mankind, and which way first 
Publish his godlike office now mature. 

One day forth walk’d alone, the Spirit leading 
And his deep thoughts, the better to converse 
With solitude, till, far from track of men. 

Thought following thought, and step by step led on, 
He enter’d now the bordering desert wild, 

And, with dark shades and rocks cnHron’d round, 
His holy meditations thus pursued : 

‘ O, what a multitude of thoughts at once 
Awaken’d in me swarm, while I consider 
^^’hat from within I feel mj-self, and hear 
What from without comes often to my ears, 

111 sorting t\ith my present state compared! 

WTien I was yet a child, no childish play 
To me was pleasing ; all my mind was set 
Serious to learn and know, and thence to do 
What might be public good ; myself I thought 
Bom to that ,end, bora to promote all truth, 

All righteous tilings : therefore, above my years, 

The law of God- 1 read, and found it sweet. 

Made it my whole delight, and in it grew 
To such perfection, that, ere yet my age 
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A star, not seen before, in heaven appearing'. 

Guided the "(vise men thither from the East, 

To honour thee with incense, myrrh, and gold ; 

By -ivhose bright course led on they found the place, 
Affirming it thy star, new-graven in heaven, 

By which they knew the king of Israel bom. 

Just Simeon and prophetic Anna, warn’d 
By vision, found thee in the temple, and spake. 
Before the altar and the vested priest. 

Like things of thee to all that present stood.” 

‘This having heard, straight I again revolved 
The law and prophets, searching what was ■\vTit 
Concerning the Messiah, to our scribes 
Kno^vn partly, and soon found, of whom they spake 
I am this chiefly, that my way must lie 
Through many a hard assay, even to the death, 

Ere I the promised kingdom can attain. 

Or work redemption for mankind, whose sins 
Full weight must be transferr’d upon my head. 

Yet, neither thus dishearten’d, nor dismay’d. 

The time prefix’d I waited ; when behold 
The Baptist (of whose birth I oft had heard, 

Kot knew by sight), now come, who was to come 
Before Messiah, and his way prepare ! 

1, as all others, to his baptism came, 

MTiich I believed was from above ; but he 
Straight knew me, and with loudest voice proclaim’d 
Me him (for it was shewn him so from heaven). 

Me him, whose harbinger he was ; and first 
Refused on me his baptism to confer. 

As much his greater, and was hardly won ; 

But, as I rose out of the laving stream, 

Heaven open’d her eternal doors, from wl-.ence 
The Spirit descended on me like a dove ; 

And last, the sum of all, my Father’s voice. 

Audibly heard from heaven, pronounced me his. 

Me his beloved Son, in whom alone 

He was well pleased ; by which I Imcw the time 

Now full, that I no more should live obscure, 
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TI>c ju'vt nsan, atui divulges liitn through heaven 
To uH hi*; ant;Hs, who v.Uh triic applause 
Ivvcivau*. Ins praises •. ihus he liid to Job, 

When to extend !iis fame through Iicavcn and earth, 
As thou to thy teproach laay'st rvcll remember, 

15c ask'd thee, ‘‘Hast t5iou reen iny servant Job?” 

Famous he was in heaven, on earlii less known ; 

Where glory is false glory, attributed 

To things not glorious, men not worthy of fame. 

Ttu-y err, wlio count it glorioiis to subdue 

iJy conquest far ami wide, to overrun 

I.;irf,c countries, and in fields great battler, win, 

Great cities by assault ; wbat do these svorthics, 

Hut rob and spoil, burn, slaughter, and enslave 
I’eacvablc nations, neighbouring or remote, 

Id.'.dc captive, yet deserving freedom more 
Tlian those their conquerors, who leave behind 
Kotbing but ruin wheresoe’er they rove. 

And .all the flourishing works of peace destroy; 

Tlicn .ssvell with pride, and must be tilled gods, 

Great benefactors of mankind, deliverers, 

Worshipp’d with temple, priest, and sacrifice! 

One is the son of Jove, of M.ars the other; 

Til! conqueror Death discover them scarce men, 
Rolling in brutish vices and deform’d, 

Violent or shameful death their due reward. 

But if there be in glory aught of good, 

It may by means far dificrent be attain’d, 

Without ambition, w.ar, or violence ; 

By deeds of peace, by wisdom eminent. 

By patience, Temperance : I mention still 

Him, whom thy wrongs, with saintly patience home, 

W.ade famous in a land and times obscure ; 

TTlio names not now with honour patient Job? 

Poor Socrates (who next more memorable?) 

By wbat he taught, and suffer’d for so doing, 

For truth’s sake suffering dcatli, unjust, lives now 
Equal in fame to proudest conquerors. 

Yet if for fame and glory aught- be done, 
n b 2 
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The happier reign, the sooner it begins : 

Reign then; what canst thou better do the while?’ 

To whom our Sa\’iouT answer thus returned : 

‘All things are best fulfill’d in their due time: 

And time there is for aU things, Truth hath said, 

If of my reign prophetic writ hath told, 

That it shall never end, so, when begin, 

The Father in his purpose hath decreed ; 

He in whose hand all times and seasons roU. 

\^liat if he hath decreed that I shall first 
Be tried in humble state, and things adverse, 

By tribulations, injuries, insults. 

Contempts, and scorns, and snares, and \'iolence, 
Suffering, abstaining, quietly expecting, 

Without distrust or doubt, that he may know 
^Vhat I can suffer, how obey? '\\Tio best 
Can suffer, best can do ; best reign, who first 
Well hath obey’d ; just trial, ere I merit 
hly exaltation without change or end. 

But what concerns it thee, when I begin 
My everlasting kingdom? AMiy art thou 
Solicitous? \Mrat moves thy inquisition? 

Know’st thou not that my rising is thy fall, 

And my promotion will be thy destruction?’ 

To whom the tempter, inly rack 'd, replied : 

‘Let that come when it comes ; all hope is lost 
Of my reception into grace : what worse ? 

For where no hope is left, is left no fear: 

If there be worse, the expectation more 
Of worse torments me than the feeling c a n . 

I would be at the worst : worst is my port, 

My harbour, and mj- ultimate repose ; 

The end I would attain, my final good. 

My error was my error, and my crime 
My crime , whatever, for itself condemn’d. 

And will alike be punish’d, whether thou 
Reign, or reign not ; though to that gentle brow 
MlUingly could I fly, and hope thy reign, 

From that placid aspect and meek regard. 
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fii ti'.e t i'.trrpri’.c 'c« haiardotis and hi;;h ! 

No ttoriihr; for th u!,:h in thee he titiited 
What t'i perfection can in innn be found. 

Or hutnan iiatntc can receive, con^iiier, 

"I by Sife bath yet been jirivate, moss pan spent 
At hojne, xcarcc view'd the O.ilile.'iii t>'wns, 

Ami once a year jmv'.alisn, few dnya’ 

Short rojoarn j nt-.d what thence cmildst thou oh'-erve? 
'Ihc avorld tluin hast not seen, mncii less Iter plory, 
Umpire-!, and monnrehs, and their radiant courts, 
Ilcf.t school of best csperience, quickest insight 
In all things that to greatest actions lead. 

'Hic wisest, unexperienced, will he ever 

Timorous ami loath ; with novice modesty 

(As he who, scehiitg asset, found .a kingdom), 

InciCihite, unhaidy, utiadvenliirous : 

lint 1 will brin;; thee where thou t<ion shall quit 

Those nulimrms, and see before thine eyes 

TJie nionarcliics of the earth, their pom[) and stale; 

Sufficient introduction to inform 

Thee, of thyself so apt, in regal arts. 

And Tcgtd mysteries •, that vUow may’st know 
How best their opijosition to withstand.’ 

With that (such power was given him then) he took 
The Son of God up to a mountain high. 

It was a mountain at whose verdant feet 
A spacious plain, outstretch’d in circuit wide, 

Lay pleasant: from Ids side two rivers flow’d, 

The one winding, the other straight, and left between 
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Fair champaign trith less rivers inteia-einei 
Then meeting join'd their tribute to the sea : 

Fertile of com the glebe, of oil, and wine : 

With herds the pastures throng'd, ndtli flocks the hills; 
Huge cities and high-towerd, that well might seem 
The seats of mightiest monarchs ; and so large 
Tlie prospect was, that here and there was room 
For barren desert, fountainless and drj-. 

To this high mountain-top the tempter brought 
Our SaHour, and new train of words began. 

‘Well have we speeded, and o'er hill and dale. 

Forest and held and flood, temples and towers, 

Cut shorter many a league ; here thou behold'st 
AssjTia, and her empire's ancient bounds, 

Araxes and the Caspian lake ; thence on 
As far as Indus east, Euphrates west. 

And oft beyond : to south the Persian bay. 

And, inaccessible, the Arabian drought : 

Here Nineveh, of length nithin her wall 
Several days’ journey, built by Ninus old, 

Of that first golden monarchy the seat, 

And seat of Salmanassar. whose success 
Israel in long captiHty still mourns ; 

There Babylon, the wonder of all tongues, 
xVs ancient, but rebuilt by him who twice 
JudaJi and all thy father David’s house 
Led captive, and Jerusalem laid v.-aste. 

Till CjTus set them free; Pcrscpolis, 

His city, there thou seest, and Bactra there; 

Ecbatana her structure \-ast there shews. 

And Hecatompylos her hundred gates ; 

There Susa by Choaspes, amber stream, 

The drink of none but kings ; of later fame. 

Built by Emathian or by Parthian hands. 

The great Selcucia, Nisibis, and there 
Artaxata, Teredon, Ctesiphon, 

Turning with easv' eye, thou maj''st behold. 

All these the Parthian (now some ages past. 

By great .Xrsaccs led, who founded first 
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Tlinl empire) under Ids dominion holds, 

From the luxurious kings of Antiocli won. 

And just in time- thou com’st to iiavc a view 
Of his jp-eat power ; for now the Partld.an king 
In Ctesiphon, hath g.ilhcr'd all Iti.s host 
Against the Scj’tliian, wliosc incursions wild 
Have wasted Sogdiana : to her aid 
He marches now in haste'; see, though from far, 

His thou5.and5, in wlial martial equipage 

Tlicy issue forth, steel bows and shafts their arms, 

Of equal dread in flight or in pursuit ; 

All horsemen, in which fight they most excel ; 

See how in warlike muster they appear, 

In rhombs, and wedges, and h.alf-moons, and wings.’ 

He look’d, and saw what numbers numberless 
The city-gales oul-pour'd, lighl-.armcd troops, 

In coats of mail and military pride ; 

In mail their horses clad, yet fleet .and strong, 
Prancing their riders bore, the flower .and choice 
Of many provinces from bound to bound j 
From Arachosi.a, from Cand.aor cast, 

And M.argiana, to the Ilyrcanian cliffs 
Of Cauc.asus, and dark Iberian dales; 

From Atropatia, and the neighbouring plains 
Of Adiabcnc, Media, and the south 
Of Susiana, to Ikalsara’s haven. 

He saw them in their forms of battle ranged, 

How quick they wheel’d, and flying behind them shot 
Sharp sleet of arrowy showers against the face 
Of their pursuers, and overcame by flight ; 

Tlie field all iron cast a gleaming brown : 

Nor wanted clouds of foot, nor on each horn 
Cuirassiers all in steel for standing fight, 

Chariots, or elephants indorsed with toners 
Of archers ; nor of labouring pioneers 
A multitude, tvith spades and axes arm’d 
To lay hills plain, fell woods, or valleys fill, 

Or where plain was, raise hill, or overlay 
With bridges rivers proud, as with a yoke : 
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Mules after these, camels, and dromedaries. 
And waggons, fraught with utensils of war, 
Such forces met not, ncr so undo a camp, 
WTiea Agrican with all his northern powers 
Besieged AJbraccm as romances teli, 

The cit3' of Gallaphrone, from thence to win 
The fairest of her sex, Angelica 
His daughter, sought bj- manj- prowest knights. 
Both Paj-nim, and the peers of Charletnaim 
Such and so numerous was their chivalry. 
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[Born- at Winestead near Hull, March 31, 1621; died in London, 167S. 
His poems were first collected by his widow, and published in a folio 
volume, 76S1, but since that time about hvcntj-five new poems have been 
discovered. Mr. Grosart has published the complete works in the Fuller 
Worthies' Library,'] 

Andrew Marvell was not only a public man of mark and 
the first pamphleteer of his day, but a lyric and satiric poet. 
As a lyric poet he still ranks high. His range of subjects and 
styles is wide. He touches at different points Herbert, Cowley, 
Waller, Dryden, and the group of Lovelace and Suckling. But 
his most interesting connection is with Milton. Of that intellectual 
lustre which was produced by the union of classical culture and 
ancient love of liberty with Puritan enthusiasm, Milton was the 
central orb, Marvell a satellite, paler yet bright. 

Like Milton, Marvell was at Cambridge, and there, after making 
himself an excellent Latinist, he graduated, as Milton had before 
him, in rebellious Liberalism by a quarrel with the authorities of 
his college. During his student days he was nearly drawn into 
the toils of the Jesuits ; but he broke loose with an energy of 
reaction which has left its trace in Flcckno, his earliest satire. He 
afterwards spent four years on the Continent, living for sorne 
time at Rome, where, like Milton, he steeped his mind m 
Latin literature and inflamed his hatred of the Papacy. In idS° 
Marvell became tutor to Mary the daughter of bairfax, the 
general of the P.arliament, who had laid down his comnian 
and was spending his quiet days in literature, gardening and co - 
lecting books and medals at his manor house of Nun Appleton in 
York.shirc. Here Marv'cll was in a special home of the Protestant 
diivaliy of which Spenser was the poet. Spenser accordingly 
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appears in his satires as the spokesman of English patriotism. 
The Hill and Grove at Billboroiv and Appleton House are 
memorials of the sojourn in the shades of Nun Appleton, and they 
bear no small resemblance to the compositions of Lord Fairfax. 
In 1657 Marvell was recommended to Bradshaw as Assistant Latin 
Secretary of the Council of State by Milton, who describes him in 
his letter as a man of singular descent, acquainted with the French, 
Italian, Spanish and Dutch languages, well read in the Greek and 
Latin authors, and one whom if he had any feeling of rivalry or 
jealousy he might hesitate to bring in as a coadjutor. Marvell did 
not at that time receive the appointment ; but he was employed as 
tutor to young Dutton, Cromwell’s intended son-in-law, at Eton, 
where he boarded with his pupil in the house of Oxenbridge, a 
zealous Puritan who had been driven into exile, with his wife, by 
prelatical persecution, and had preached in the Bermudas. By 
Cromwell as protector, Marvell was made joint Secretary with 
Milton. The connection has left memorials in several poems, 
including that on the Death of the Protector, in which we find a 
little picture, vivid and true, of the great man’s look and bearing, 
by one who had often seen them. 

‘Wheie we (so once we used) shall now no more 
To fetch day press about his chamber door. 

From which he issued with that awful state, 

It seemed Mais broke through Janus’ double gate. 

Yet always tempered with an air so mild. 

As April suns that e’er so gentle smiled.’ 

On the return of the Stuarts, Milton, the defender of regicide, was 
driven into retirement, where he had leisure to prove that a great 
man may throw himself thoroughly into the struggles, the feelings, 
even the passions of his time, and yet keep Art, serene and un- 
impaired, in the sanctuary of his mind. Marvell, far less com- 
promised and by no means regicidal, remained in public life, and 
as member for Hull sat, a Roman patriot incorruptible and in- 
flexible, in the corrupt and servile parliaments of Charles II. The 
poems of his later days were not epics or IjTics, but satires, levelled, 
like his renowned pamphlets, against tyranny and wickedness in 
Church and State ; and he died in the midst of a fierce literary 
affray tvith Parker, the most odious of the Restoration prelates, not 
without suspicion of poison. To Milton he remained bravely true, 
and his lines on Paradise Lost are about the earliest salutation of 
that sun as it rose amidst the clouds of the evil days. 
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As a poet Man-ell is very unequal. He has depth of feeling, 
descriptive power, melody ; his study of the classics could not fail 
to teach him form ; sometimes we find in him an airj’ and tender 
grace which remind us of the lighter manner of Milton : but art 
with him was only an occasional recreation, not a regular pursuit ; 
he is often slovenly, sometimes intolerably diffuse, especially when 
he is seduced by the facility of the octosyllabic couplet He was 
also eminently afflicted tvith the gift of ‘wit’ or ingenuit)', muct 
prized in his day. His conceits He with those of Donne or Cowley 
He is capable of sajang of the Halcyon : — 

* The ^^scou3 air where’er she fly 
Follows and sucks her azure dye ; 

The jellying stream compacts below. 

If it might fix her shadow so.’ 

And of Maria — 

* hlaria such and so doth hush 
The world and through the evening nish. 

No new-born comet such a train 
Draws through the sky nor star new-slain. 

For straight those giddy rockets fail 
Which from the putrid earth e.\hale. 

But by her flames in heaven tried 
Nature is wholly vitrified.’ 

The Garden is an English version of a poem written in Latin by 
Maiv'ell himself. It may have gained by being cast originally in 
a classical mould, which would repel prolixity and extravagant 
conceits. In it Marvell has been said to approach Shelley : 
assuredly he shows a depth of poetic feeling wonderful in a 
political gladiator. The thoughts that dwell in ‘a green shade 
have never been more charmingly expressed. 

A Drop of Dew, like The Garda:, was composed first in Latin. 
It is a conceit, but a pretty conceit, gracefully as well as in- 
geniously worked out, and forms a good example of the contrast 
between the philosophic poetry of those days, a play of intellectual 
fancy, and its more spiritual and emotional counterpart in our own 
time. The concluding lines, with their stroke of ‘ wit ’ about the 
manna are a sad falL 

The Berinitdas was no doubt suggested by the history of the 
Oxenbridges. It is the ‘ holy and cheerful note ’ of a I'tde^ band 
of exiles for conscience sake wafted by Providence in their smal 
boat ’ to a home in a land of beauty. 
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Young Love is well known, and its merits speak for themselves. 
It is marred by the intrusion in the third and fourth stanzas of 
the fiercer and coarser passion. 

The Horatiayi Ode on CromtuelPs Return frojii Ireland cannot 
be positively proved to be the work of klarvell. Yet we can 
hardly doubt that he was its author. The point of view and the 
sentiment, combining admiration of Cromwell with respect and 
pity for Charles, are exactly his : the classical form would be 
natural to him ; and so would the philosophical conceit which 
disfigures the eleventh stanza. The epitliet indefatigable applied 
to Cromwell recurs in a poem which is undoubtedly his ; and so 
does the emphatic expression of belief that the hero could have 
been happier in private life, and that he sacrificed himself to the 
State in taking the supreme command. The compression and 
severity of style are not characteristic of Marvell ; but they' would 
be imposed on him in this case by his model. If the ode is really 
his, to take it from him would be to do him great uTong. It is 
one of the noblest in the English language, and worthily presents 
the figures and events of the great tragedy as they would impress 
themselves on the mind of an ideal spectator, at once feeling and 
dispassionate. The spirit of Revolution is described witli a touch 
in the lines 

‘Though Justice against Fate complain 
And plead the ancient rights n v.iin 
tliut those do hold or break 
As men arc strong or weak).’ 

Better than anything else in our language this poem gives an idea 
of a grand Horatian measure, as welt as of the diction and spirit oi 
an Horatian ode. 

Of the lines On Ifiltoiis Paradise Lost some arc vigorous ; but 
they are chiefly interesting from having been written by one who 
had an.xiously watched Milton’s genius at work. 

Man-ell’s amatory poems are cold ; probably he was p.assionlcss. 
His pastorals are in the false cl.assical style, and of little value. 
Clorinda and Damon is about the best of them, and about the best 
of that is 

‘Near this a fountain's liquid bell 
Tinkles vithin the concave shell.’ 

The Satires in their day were much admired and feared : they arc 
now for the most p.art unreadable. The subjects of satire as a 
rule arc ephemeral ; but a great satirist like Juvenal or Drydcn 
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preserv'es his flies in the amber of his general sentiment. In 
Marv'ell’s satires there is no amber: thej' are mere heaps of dead 
flies. Honest indignation against iniquity and len'dness in high 
places no doubt is there ; but so are the meanness of Restoration 
politics and the dirtiness of Restoration thought. The curious 
may look at The Character of Holland, the jokes in which are as 
good or as bad as ever, though the cannon of Monk and De 
Ruj-ter have ceased to roar ; and in Britannia and Raleigh the 
passage of which giHng ironical ad\ace to Charles II is a 
specimen of the banter which was deemed Man-ell’s peculiar gift, 
and in which Swift and Junius were his pupils. 

Like Milton, Man-ell wrote a number of Latin poems. One of 
them had the honour of being ascribed to Milton. 

GoLDWiN Smith. 
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The Garden. 

How vainly men themselves amaze, 

To win the palm, the oak, or bays, 

And their incessant labours see 
Crowned from some single herb, or tree. 
Whose short and narrow-verged shade 
Does prudently their toils upbraid, 

While all the flowers and trees do close 
To weave the garlands of repose ! 

Fair Quiet, have I found thee her^ 

And Innocence, thy sister dear? 

Mistaken long, I sought you then 
In busy companies of men. 

Your sacred plants, if here below, 

Only among the plants will grow ; 

Society is all but rude 
To this delicious solitude. 

No white nor red was ever seen 
So amorous as this lovely green. 

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame, 

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name . 
Little, alas ! they know or heed. 

How far these beauties her e.vcccd ! 

Fair trees ! where’er your barks 1 wound. 
No name shall but your own be foundl 

When we have run our passion’s heat. 
Love hither makes his best retreat. 

The gods, who mortal beauty chase, 

Still in a tree did end their race ; 

Apollo hunted Daphne so. 

Only that she might laurel grow ; 

And P.an did after Syrinx speed, 

Not as a nj-mph, but for a reed, 
cc 
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What wondrous life is this I lead 
Ripe apples drop about my head ; 

The luscious clusters of a vine 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine ; 
The nectarine, and curious peach, 

Into my hands themselves do reach ; 
Stumbling on melons, as I pass. 
Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 

Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less. 
Withdraws into its happiness ; — 

The mind, that ocean where each kind 
Does straight its own resemblance find ; 
Yet it creates, transcending these, 

Far other worlds, and other seas, 

Annihilating all that’s made 

To a green 'thought in a green shade. 

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot. 

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root. 
Casting the body’s vest aside, 

My soul into the boughs does glide ; 
There, like a bird, it sits and sings. 

Then whets and claps its silver wings. 
And, till prepared for longer flight. 

Waves in its plumes the various light. 

Such was that happy garden-state. 

While man there walked without a mate! 
After a place so pure and sweet, 

What other help could yet be meet ! 

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share 
To wander solitaVy there : 

Two paradises are in one, 

To live in paradise alone. 

How veil the skilful gardener drew 
Of flowers, and herbs, this dial new, 
Where, from above, the milder sun 
Does through a tragrant zodiac run. 
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How loose and easy hence to go ; 

How girt and ready to ascend ; 

Moving but on a point below, 

It all about ^oes upward bend. 

Such did the manna’s sacred dew distil, 

White and entire although congealed and chill ; 
Congealed on earth ; but does, dissolving, run 
Into the glories of the almighty sun. 


The Bermudas. 

WTiere the remote Bermudas ride. 

In the ocean’s bosom unespied. 

From a small boat, that rowed along, 

The listening winds received this song. 

‘What should we do but sing his praise. 
That led us through the watery maze, 

Unto an isle so long unknown, 

And yet far kinder than our ou-n? 

Where he the huge sea-monsters wacks. 
That lift the deep upon tlieir backs, 

He lands us on a grassy stage. 

Safe from the storms, and prelates’ rage. 
He gave us this eternal spring 
Which here enamels every thing. 

And sends the fowls to us in care, 

On daily visits through the air ; 

He hangs in shades the orange bright. 
Like golden lamps in a green night. 

And does in the pomegranates close 
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows; 

He makes the figs our mouths to meet. 
And throws the melons at our feet. 

But apples plants of such a price. 

No tree could ever bear them twice. 

With cedars chosen by his hand 
Fiom Lebanon, he stores the land 
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So we wn of doubtful fate, 

And, if good to us she meant. 

We that good shall antedate. 

Or, if ill, that ill prevent 

Thus do kingdoms, fnistrating 
Other titles to their crown, 

In the cradle crown their king, 

So all foreign claims to drown. 

So to make all rivals vain, 

How I crown thee with my love ; 
Crown me with tliy love again. 

And we both shall monarchs prove. 


A Horatian Ode upon' Cromwell’s Return' 

FROM iREUtN'D. 

The fonv'ard youth that would appear 
Must now forsake his muses dear. 

Nor in the shadows sing 
His numbers languishing : 

’Tis time to leave the books in dust, 

And oil the unused armour’s rust, 

Rcmo\-ing from the wall 
The corselet of the hall. 

So restless Cromwell could not cease 
In the inglorious .arts of peace. 

But through adventurous war 
Urged his active st.ar ; 

And, like the three-forked lightning, first 
Breaking the clouds where it was nurst. 

Did thorough his own side 
His fierj- waj' divide ; 

(For ’tis all one to courage high, 

Tlie emulous, or enemy. 

And with such to inclose, 

Is more than to oppose ;) 
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Then burning through the air he went, 
And palaces and temples rent ; 

And Caesar’s head at last 
Did through his laurels blast 
'Tis madness to resist or blame 
The force of angry heaven’s flame ; 
And if we would speak true, 

Much to the man is due, 

Who from his private gardens, where 
He lived reserved and austere. 

As if his highest plot 
To plant the bergamot. 

Could by industrious valour climb 
To ruin the great work of Time, 

And cast the kingdoms old, 

Into another mould. 

Though Justice against Fate 'complain, 
And plead the ancient rights in vain, 
(But those do hold or break. 

As men are strong or weak,) 
Nature, that hateth emptiness, 

Allows of penetration less, 

And therefore must make room 
W’herc greater spirits come. 

What field of all the civil war. 

Where his were not the deepest scar? 
And Hampton shows what part 
He had of ^\iscr art; 

Where, twining subtile fears with hope. 
He wove a net of such a scope 

That Charles himself might chase 
To Carisbrook’s narrow case. 

That thence the royal actor borne 
The tragic scaffold might adorn. 

While round the armed bands. 

Did clap their bloody hands : 

He nothing common did, or mean, 
Upon that memorable scene, 
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But with his keener eye 
The axe’s edge did try' ; 

Nor called the gods with vulgar spite 
To vindicate his helpless right, 

But bowed his comely' head 
Down, as upon a bed. 

This was that memorable hour, 

Which first assured the forced power; 
So, when they' did design 
The Capitol’s first line, 

A bleeding head, where they begun. 

Did fright the architects to run ; 

.‘\nd yet in that the State 
Foresaw its happy fate. 

And now the Irish are ashamed 
To sec themselves in one year tamed. 

So much one man can do, 

That does both act and know. 

They can affirm his praises best. 

And have, though overcome, confessed 
How good he is, how just, 

And fit for highest trust ; 

Nor yet grown stiffer with command. 

But still in the republic’s hand, 

(How fit he is to sway. 

That can so well obey !) 

He to the Commons’ feet presents 
A kingdom for his first year’s rents ; 
And, what he may, forbears 
His fame, to m.ake it theirs ; 

And h.as his sword and spoils ungirt. 

To I.ay them .at the public's skirt : 

So uhen the falcon high 
Falls he.a\'y' from the sky, 

She, having killed, no more doth sc.arch, 
But on the next green bough to perch ; 
Where, when he first docs lure, 

Tlic filconer has h.cr sure. 
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Yet as I read, soon growing less severe, 

I liked his project, the success did fear ; 

Through that n-ide field how he his way should find, 
O'er which lame faith leads understanding blind ; 
Lest he ’d perplex the things he would explain, 

And what was easy he should render vain. 


Or if a work so infinite he spanned. 

Jealous I was that some less skilful hand 
(Such as disquiet alw.ays what is well, 

And by ill imitating would excel) 

hlight hence presume the whole creation's day 

To change in scenes, and show it in a play. 


Pardon me, mighty poet, nor despise 
My causeless yet not impious surmise. 

But I am now convinced, and none will dare 
Within thy labours to pretend a share. 

Tliou hast not missed one thought that could be fit, 
And .all that was improper dost omit ; 

So that no room is here for nriters left, 

But to detect their ignorance or theft. 


That majesty which through thy work doth reign 
Draws the devout, deterring the profane ; 

And things ditinc thou treat’st of in such state 
As them preserves, and thee, inviolate. 

,'\t once delight .and horror on us scire. 

Thou singVt nith so much gravity and ease, 

And .above human flight dost soar aloft, 

With plume so strong, so cqu.al, and so soft ; 

The bird named from that paradise you sing 
So never liags, but always keeps on wing. 

YTerc couldst thou words of such a compass find? 
Whence furnish such a vast expanse of mind ? 

Just heaven iht'C, like Tiresi.as, to rcnuite. 

Reward? with prophecy thy loss of sighu 
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Well might thou scorn thy readers to allure 
With tinkling rhyme, of thy own sense secure, 

While the Town-Bayes writes all the while and spells, 
And like a pack-horse tires without his bells. 

Their fancies like our bushy points appear; 

The poets tag them, we for fashion wear. 

I too, transported by the mode, offend. 

And while I meant to praise thee, must commend ; 
Thy verse created like thy theme sublime. 

In number, weight, and measure, needs not rhyme. 
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ISAJfurx Butxer was bom at Strensham in Worcestershire in and 
died in London in i6So.] 

Samuel Butler, grievously miscalled ‘the Hogarth of Poetry,' 
seems to have been mainly a self-taught man. After leaving 
Worcester Cathedral School he started in life as justice’s clerk 
to a Mr. Jefferies, at Earl’s Croome. He was next at Wrest in 
Bedfordshire, in the service of the Countess of Kent, and here he 
met and worked for John Selden. Finally he formed part of the 
household of Sir Samuel Luke, a Presbyterian Colonel, ‘scout- 
master for Bedfordshire and governor of Newport Pagnell.’ At 
the Restoration he was made secretary to the President of Wales 
and steward of Ludlow Castle, and in 1663, at full fifty years old, 
he published the first part of the immense lampoon whose author- 
ship has given him his place in English letters. The second part 
of Hudibras was issued in 1663 ; the third in 1678. Two years 
afterwards Butler died. The circumstances of his life during this 
final period are wholly dubious. He is said to have been rich, 
and he is said to have been poor ; to have niai i ied a widow of 
means, and to have had no fortune with his wife but a parcel of 
bad securities ; to have had a royal gift of .£300 and been Buck- 
ingham’s secretary, and to have had neither reward nor prefer- 
ment of any sort ; to have been in a position to refuse as 
insufficient such places as were offered him, and to have lived and 
died a disappointed starveling. Aubrey, who was of his friends, 
describes him as a ‘good fellow’ but ‘cholerique’ and ‘of a severe 
and sound judgement’ ; and adds in this connection, ‘ satyrical wits 
disoblige whom they converse ivilh, and consequently make them 
selves many enemies and few friends, and this was his case, 
that the ‘mist of obscurity’ in which his latter years were past 
may after all have been a mist ot his own niising. 
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During his lifetime Butler published but the three parts of 
Hudibras, a couple of pamphlets, and an ode on the exploits and 
reno^vn of the illustrious Claude Duval, n-hich last, in its grave 
extravagance of irony, is, by anticipation, not unsuggestive of 
Fielding’s ‘Jonathan Wild.’ Three volumes of ‘ Remains,’ mostly 
spurious, were published in 1715 ; but in 1759 Thyer of Manchester 
put forth a couple of volumes of prose and verse selected from 
Butler’s manuscripts, and these, with some scraps printed later 
on, are all that is known to exist of him. His chief work, that one 
on which his fame is wholly founded and of which he was himself 
most careful and diligent, is Hudibras. As a whole it is now-a- 
days hard reading. It is long, antiquated, exasperatingly dis- 
cursive. The greater part of it has fallen naturally into disuse 
and disregard. The most popular of its innumerable dicia have 
got degraded into mere colloquialisms, and remind us of coins 
effaced and smoothed by centuries of currency. But Hudibras 
is none the less as notable in these days as it was at the epoch of 
its birth. It has been more largely read and quoted than almost 
any book in the language. It contains the best and brightest of 
Butler, and is a perfect reflex of his mind and temper. To give 
an idea of it by means of e.xtracts is almost impossible. The 
poet’s fecundity of illustration and argument is astonishing ; his 
volubility is bewildering ; his intelligence of things is indefatigable. 
He treats of much, and that at such length that he takes many 
thousand verses to pass his heroes through some two or three 
adventures. To know him as he was, his work must be read as a 
whole, and diligently. 

His literary origins in Hudibras are not far to seek. His 
matter he must have acquired during his stay with Sir Samuel 
Luke, when he had such opportunity of study from the life as has 
fallen to the lot of but few. It was in the work of Canon Le Roy 
and the band of brave wits responsible for the Satyre Mmippde 
that he learned to make a_^ proper' use of the material he had 
gathered, and acquired in perfection the art of placing his butts 
and victims in an absolutely odious light. His genius, it is true, 
had little or nothing dramatic in it ; and the harangues of 
Hudibras and the Lady and the Squire have not the personal and 
human ring in them that is to be discerned in those of 
hlayenne and the Sieur de PierrefonL But they proceed on the 
same principle with these ; like these, they extenuate nothing and 
set down everj’thing in malice ; of these they are in some sort 
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the worthy successors. F or his manner, Butler found a something 
of it in Cleveland. The acute, imaginative intelligence of abuse 
that is a distinguishing feature in that wandering satirist is a 
distinguishing feature in Butler also. In Cleveland, flashing 
his random speeches at the enemies of his party and his king, 
there arc to be found as it were the rough beginnings of the 
patient, persistent, laborious author of Hiidibras. The broken 
scholar, hawking at a parcel of lay-cidcrs, ‘ Those state-dragoons^ 
Made up of ears and ruffs like ducatoons ’ ; or girding at the 
members of a ‘ Mixed Assembly ’ as so many ‘ parboiled lobsters, 
where there rules The fading azure and the coming gules ’ ; or 
reflecting, in connection with the Scots he hated, ‘ Lord ! what a 
godly thing is want of shirts’; or crying out of Rupert that he had 
‘a copyhold of victor)',’ is not remote from the maker of disparates 
and burlesque apophthegms, the epigrammatist, now contumelious 
and now the reverse, we know in Hiidibras. It must be added 
that Butler is not less polished and orderly than Cleveland is rough 
and careless ; that Butler is nearly always. apt enough to be final, 
and that Cleveland hangs or misses fire a dozen times for once he 
hits ; that Butler in fine is an artist in raillery, and that Cleveland 
is at best but a clever amateur. Lastly, it was from Cervantes that 
Butler took the idea of his fable and of his chief personages. His 
object was to vilify and scourge the Roundheads and not to imitate 
or parody Cerv'antes ; otherwise the act that converted the good 
Alonso Quijada into an evil caricature of the Abstract Presbyterian 
Colonel, and Panza his squire into a monstrous and unseemly 
charge of an Independent servitor, would be not less infamous than 
the doings of Wycherly with Molifere and Shakespeare. Butler 
however, did but choose the great originals of his grotesques as the 
two most popular figures in European literature, and his instinct m 
this matter — the instinct of the true parodist — did him yeoman 
serrdee ; the public of the Restoration must have felt to Hudibras 
and Ralpho as to the oldest friends they had. Thus' much secured, 
the rest was easy. It was not for Butler to make his figments 
human ; for, as Mr. Saintsbury has observed, ‘to represent anything 
but monsters some alleviating strokes must have been introduced ; 
and as Butler wanted, not to finally embody the sectaries he hated, 
but to make as much fun out of them as possible, he did right to 
deal in monsters, and in monsters only. Htidibras, accordingly, is 
but a hunched back, a beard, and a collection of old clothes and 
rusty iion; Ralpho has no oiitu aid presence at all ; while spiritually 
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both man and master are merely compact of wleness and of folly. 
Butler- had the court at his back, and the crowd-as well ; he gave 
them of the stuff they liked ; and it was his function for some 
twenty years to pelt and belabour and defile the brace of pitiful 
scarecrows he had contrived, and so make sport for a winning 
side that could not forget it once had been in other circumstances. 

It is the steady and persistent exercise of this function that has 
procured him much of the neglect with which he is visited. 
Fashions change ; the bogies of one epoch become the heroes of 
the next, and what yesterday was apt and humorous is balderdash 
and out of date to-morrow. That which we praise in Butler now 
is that for which two centuries ago no man regarded him. He is 
tedious, trivial, spiteful, ignoble, where he once was sprightly, e.xact, 
magnanimous, heroic. But he had an abundance of wit of the best 
and truest sort ; he was an indefatigable obserr-er ; he knew opinions 
well, and hooks even better ; he had considered life acutely and 
severely ; as a rhythmist he proceeded from none and has had no 
successor ; his vocabularj' is of its kind incomparable ; his work is 
a very hoard of sentences and saws, of vigorous locutions and 
picturesque colloquialisms, of strong sound sense and robust 
English. And when all against him has been said that can be, 
there remains enough of good in his verse to prove that, great as it 
is, his reputation was well earned and justly bestowed. 


W. E. Henley. 
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[From Hiidibrn^, Pa t T.] 

ARGU-MENTA’nVE THEOLOGY. 

He could raise scruples dark and nice. 
And alter solve ’em in a trice ; 

As if Divinity had catched 
The itch on purpose to be scratched; 
Or, like a mountebank, did wound 
And stab herself with doubts profound. 
Only to show with how small pain 
The sores of faith are cured again. 

The Presbyterians. 

That stubborn crew 
Of errant saints whom all men grant 
To be the true Church Militant. 

Such as do build their faith upon 
The holy te.vt of pike and gun ; 

Decide all controversies by 
I nfallible artillerj’ ; 

And prove their doctrine orthodox 
\Vith apostolic blows and knocks ; 

Call fire and sword and desolation 
A godly, thorough Reformation, 

Which always must be going on. 

And still be doing, never done. 

As if Religion were intended 

For nothing else but to be mended: 

A sect whose chief devotion lies 
In odd, pen'erse antipathies. 

In falling out with that or this 
And finding somewhat still amiss ; 
More peevish, cross, and splenetic 
Than dog distract or monkey sick : 
That with more care keep hoiyday 
The wrong, than others the right way ; 
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Compound for sins the}\are inclined to 
By damning those they have no mind ta 
Still so perverse and opposite 
As if they worshipped God for spite, 

The self-same thing they will abhor 
One way and long another for ; 

Freewill they one way disavow. 

Another, nothing else allow ; 

All pietj’ consists therein 
In them, in other men all sin. 

Rather than fail they will defy 
That which they love most tenderly; 

Quarrel with mince-pies, and disparage 
Their best and dearest friend plum-porridge; 
Fat pig and goose itself oppose. 

And blaspheme custard through the nose. 


‘New Light.’ 

Tis a dark lantern of the spirit, 

\Mi1ch none see by but those that bear it ; 
A light that falls down from on high. 

For spiritual trades to cozen by ; 

An fa/icus that bewitches 
And leads men into pools and ditches, 

To make them dip themselves, and sound 
For Christendom in dirty pond ; 

To dive like wildfowl for sahation. 

And fish to catch regeneration. 


The jNIuse of Doggerel. 

Thou that tvith ale or viler liquors 
Didst inspire Withers, Prynne, and \’1ckars, 
And force them, though it was in spite 
Of nature and their stars, to write; 

^^'ho (as we find in sullen writs 
And cross-grained works of modem wits) 
t) d 
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With vanity, opinion, want, 

The wonder of the ignorant, 

The praises of the author, penned 
By himself or -wit-ensuring friend. 

The itch of picture in the front 
With bays and wicked rhymes upon’t 
(All that is left o’ the Forked Hill 
To make men scribble without skill), 

Canst make a poet, spite of Fate, 

And teach all people to translate 
Though out of languages in which 
They understand no part of speech. ... 

Martial Music. 

Instead of trumpet and of drum 
That makes the warrior’s stomach come. 
Whose noise whets valour sharp, like beer 
By thunder turned to vinegar ; 

For if a trumpet sound or drum beat 
Who has not a month’s mind to combat ? 

Honour. 

He that is valiant and dares fight. 

Though drubbed, can lose no honour by’L 
Honour’s a lease for lives to come. 

And cannot be extended from 
The legal tenant : ’Tis a chattel 
Not to be forfeited in battle. 

If he that in the field is slain 
Be in the bed of honour lain. 

He that is beaten may be said 
To lie in honour’s truckle-bed. 

For as we see the eclipsed sun 
By mortals is more gazed upon 
Than when, adorned with all his light. 

He shines in serene sky most oright. 

So valour in a low estate 
Is most admired and wondered at. 
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[From Part II.'] 

Night. 

Tlie sun grew low .and left the shies, 
Put down, some write, by ladies’ eyes. 
The moon pulled off her veil of light 
That hides her face by day from sight 
(Mysterious veil, of brightness made 
That’s both her lustre and her shade!), 
And in the lantern of the night 
With shining hours hung out her light ; 
For darkness is the proper sphere 
Where all false glories use to appear. 
The twinkling stars began to muster 
And glitter with their borrowed lustre, 
Wiile sleep the wearied world relieved. 
By counterfeiting death revived. 


Morning. 

TIic sun had long since in the lap 
Of Thetis taken out his nap. 

And, like a lobster boiled, the mom 
From black to red began to turn. 


Spiritual Trimmlrs. 

Some say the soul’s secure 
Against distress and forfeiture ; 

Is free from action, and exempt 
From execution and contempt ; 

And to be summoned to appear 
In the other world’s illegal here; 

And therefore few make any account 
Into what encumbrances they run’L 
For most men carry things so even 
Between this world and hell and heavep, 
D d 3 
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\Mthoat the least oSence to dthcr 
They freely deal in all together. 

And eqnaily abhor to quit 

This n-orld for both,, or both for it ; 

And tvhen they patra and damn their souls 
They are but prisoners on paroles. 


[Trom Pert IH-j 
MA-tRIAGZ. 

There are no bargains driven ; 
■^^OT tnarriages, dapped up in heaven. 
And that’s the reason, as some guess. 
There is no heaven in marriages, 

Tvro things that naturally press 
Too narrowly to be at ease, 

Their business there is only love, 

%Vhich marriage is not like to improve : 
Love that’s too generous to abide 
To be against its nature tied ; 

For where ’tis of itself indined 
It breaks loose when it is coanned. 

And like the soul, its harbourer. 
Debarred the freedom of the air. 
Disdains against its will to stay, 

And struggles out and dies an-ay, 

And therefore never can comply 
To endure the matrimonial tie 
That binds the female and the irde, 
\'>Tiere the one is bat the other’s bail, 
like Roman jailers, when they si pt 
Chained to the prisoners they kepn 


AUAXTTUAt IRAE. 

Although some fits of small contest 
Sometimes fall out among the best, 
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That is no more than cvcr>* lover 
Docs from his hackncy-lady sufTer, 

That makes no breach of faith and love, 
But rather sometimes sen-cs to improve. 
For as in running ever)' pace 
Is bub between two legs a race, 

In which both do their uttennost 
To get before and win the post, 

Yet when they ’re at their races’ ends 
They’re still as kind and constant hiends, 
And, to relieve their weariness, 

By turns give one another case ; 

So all those false alanns of strife 
Between the husband and the wife, 

And little quarrels, often prove 
To be but new recruits of love, 

When those ttho ’re always kind or coy 
In time must either tire or cloy. 


[From Misctllanies.'] 

An Apology for Plagiaries. 

As none but kings have power to raise 
A levy' which the subject pays, 

And though they call that tax a loan 
Yet when ’tis gathered ’tis their oun; 
So he that’s able to impose 
A wit-excise on verse or prose, 

And still the abler authors are 

Can make them pay the greater share. 

Is prince of poets of his time 

And they his vassals that supply him ; 

Can judge more justly of what he takes 

Than any of the best he makes, 

And more impartially' conceive 
What’s fit to choose and vhat to leave. 
For men reflect more strictly upon 
The wit of others than their otvn ; 
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And wit that’s made of wit and sleight 
Is richer than the plain downright : 

As salt that’s made of salt’s more fine 
Than when it first came firom the hrine, 
And spirit’s of a nobler nature 
Drawn from the dull ingredient matter. 


Upox the Weakness and Misery of 5Iah. 

Our pains are real things, and all 
Our pleasures but fantasticaL 
Diseases of their own accord, 

But cures come difficult and hard. 

Our noblest piles and stateliest rooms 
Are but outhouses to our tombs ; 

Cities though ne’er so great and brave 
But mere warehouses to the grave. 

Our bravery’s but a vain disguise 
To hide us from the world’s dull eyes, 

The remedy of a defect 

With which our nalteduess is decked. 

Yet makes us smile with pride and boast 
As if we had gained by being lost. 


DisncHS AND Saws. 

[From Hud:b7-a* and Uucd/c.ize..] 

(1) Rhyme the rudder is of verses, 

With which like ships they steer their courses. 

(2) ^ In the hurry of a fray 

’Tis hard to keep out of harm’s way. 

(3) Honour is like a widow, won 
With 'orisk attempt and putting on, 

With entering manfully and urging ; 

Mot slow approaches, like a virgin- 
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(4) Great commanders always owm 
What’s prosperous by the soldier done. 

(5) Great .conquerors greater gloiy gain 
By foes in triumph led than slain. 

(6) Ay me! what perils do environ 

The man that meddles with cold iron 1 

(7) Valour’s a mousetrap, wit a gin, 

That women oft are taken in. 

(8) In all the trade of war no feat 
Is nobler than a brave retreat, 

For those that run away and fly 
Take place at least of the enemy, 

(9) He that runs may fight again. 

Which he can never do that’s slain. 

(10) Fools are known by looking wise, 

As men tell woodcocks by their eyes. 

(11) Night is the sabbath of mankind 
To rest the body and the mind. 

(12) As if artillery and edge-tools 

Were the only engines to save souls I 

(13) Money that, like the swords of kings. 

Is the last reason of all things. 

(14) He that complies against his will 
Is of his own opinion still. 

(15) Those that write in rhyme still make 
The one verse for the other’s sake. 

(16) He that will win his dame must do 
As Love does when he bends his bow : 
With one hand thrust the lady from. 
And mth the other pull her home. 

(17) What is worth in anything 
But so much money as ’twill bring? 

(18) The Public Faith, which everj' one 

Is bound to observe, is kept by none. 
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(19) He that imposes an oath makes it, 

Not he that for convenience takes it. 

(20) Opinion governs all mankind, 

Like the blind’s leading of the blind. 

(21) The worst of rebels never arm 

To do their king and country harm. 

But draw their swords to do them good, 

As doctors use, by letting blood. 

(22) The soberest saints arc more stifT-ncck^id 
Than the hottest-headed of the wicked. 

(23) Wedlock without love, some say, 

Is like a lock without a key. 

124) Too much or too little wit 
Do only render the owners fit 
For nothing, but to be undone 
Much easier than if they had none. 

(25) In little trades more cheats and lying 
Is used in selling than in buying ; 

But in the great unjuster deahng 

Is used in buying than in selling, 

(26) Loyalty is still the same. 

Whether it win or lose the game ; 

True as the dial to the sun. 

Although it be not shined upon. 

(27) The subtler all things are, 

They’re but to nothing the more near. 

(28) Things said false and never meant 
Do oft prove true by accident. 

(29) Authority is a disease and cure 

\\ hich men can neither want nor well endure- 



ROSCOMMON. 


fWrxrR-.irrn Psiierf, I'-irl of Ko' common, wnc l-orn in Irrl'Jnd !ti 
lie sii' lot*, jiiit of ll!^li^'citl I-rancc nmi Il-ily, aiul tiieti in Lo:.t!on 

t‘. 

I.nrd Tsfi'-oomnion .n mnn of ta*’.tc and jiidgmont, wlio Iiad 
imbibed in Trance n libinj; for oVradcinic forms of litemtiire, and 
v\!io ntU'iiiptrii to i>c to Knj;lish poetry «liat lloikan w.is to Trench. 
He did not come forv.-nri! as .a writer till late in life, when he pro- 
duced two thin quartos of friKid critical poetry, ///; yr.rj,rj' rn 
TmnsMCii i't-rsr, i08i, and Ilcracc's Art cf Pottr^', i6.S.}. There 
was little ori;;in.ality in tlicsc polite c.scrci.ses, but tliey were 
stnoothly and sensibly written, with a certain Kcntlenianlike aus- 
terity. I’ope has noted Hint, *in all Charles’ days, Roscommon 
onlybo.asis unspotted lays.’ lie was the friend of Dryden, and the 
admirer of Milton, whose sublimity he l.audcd in tenns that recall 
the later praise of Addison. 


EDltUND. W. GOSSE. 
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From the ‘Essay on Translated Verse.’ 

On sure foundations let your fabric rise, 

And with attractive majesty surprise ; 

Not by affected, meretricious arts, 

But strict harmonious sjTnmetry of parts, 

Which through the whole insensibly must pass, 

With vital heat to animate the mass ; 

A pure, an active, an auspicious flame, 

And bright as heaven, from whence the blessing came ; 
But few, few spirits, pre-ordained by fate. 

The race of gods, have reached that envied height} 

No rebel Titan’s sacrilegious crime. 

By heaping hills on hills, can thither climb. 

The grizly ferry-man of hell denied 
.ffineas entrance, till he knew his guide ; 

How justly then will impious mortals fall. 

Whose pride would soar to heaven without a call ? 
Pride, of all others the most dangerous fault. 

Proceeds from want of sense, or want of thought ; 

The men who labour and digest things most 
Will be much apter to despond than boast ; 

For if your author be profoundly good, 

’Twill cost you dear before he ’s understood. 

How many ages since has Virgil writ ? 

How few are they who understand him yet? 

Approach his altars with religious fear, 

No vulgar deity inhabits there ; 

Heav’n shakes not more at Jove’s imperial nod, 

Than poets should before their Mantuan god. 

Hail, mighty Maro ! may that sacred name 
Kindle my breast with thy celestial flame ; 

Sublime ideas and apt words infuse. 

The Muse instruct my voice, and thou inspire the Muse 1 



DORSET, 


[CnAniEs SACKviu.r, Earl of Dorset, was l.om Janiiarj- 2,}. 1637. Imme- 
diately after the Restoration he was elected to represent East Grinslead in 
parliament, and distinguished himself in the House of Commons. lie went 
as a volunteer to the hirst Dutch War in 1665, and after this devoted him- 
self to a learned leisure. He sticctcdcd to the earldom in 1C77, and .again 
took a part in public business till 1O9S, when his health failed. He died at 
Bath, January 29, 1705 6.] 

It is recorded of Lord Dorset that he refused all oflers of 
political preferment in early life that he might give his mind more 
thoroughly to study. He was the friend and patron of almost all 
the poets from Waller to Pope ; Dryden adored him in one 
generation, and Prior in the next : nor was the courtesy that 
produced this aifcction mere idle complaisance, for no one was 
more fierce than he in denouncing medioenty and literary preten- 
sion. Of all the poetical noblemen of the Restoration, Lord 
Dorset alone reached old age, yet with all these opportunities and 
all this bias towards the art, the actual verse he has left behind 
him is miserably small. A splendid piece of society verse, a few 
songs, some extremely foul and violent satires, these are all that 
have survived to justify in the eyes of posterity the boundless 
reputation of Lord Dorset 

The famous song was written in 1665, when the author, at the 
age of twenty-eight, had volunteered under the Duke of York in 
the first Dutch war. It was composed at sea the night before the 
critical engagement in which the Dutch admiral Opdam was blown 
up, and thirty ships destroyed or taken. It may be considered as 
inaugurating the epoch ot vers-de-socidtd, as it has flourished 
from Prior down to Austin Dobson. 


Edmund W. Gosse. 
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Song written at Sea. 

To all you Ladies now at land 
We men at sea indite ; 

But first would have you understand 
How hard it is to write ; 

The Muses now, and Neptune too, 

We must implore to write to you. 

For though the Muses should prove kind, 
And fill our empty brain. 

Yet if rough Neptune rouse the wind 
To wave the azure main, 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 

Roll up and dotvn our ships at sea. 

Then if we write not by each post. 

Think not we are unkind. 

Nor yet conclude our ships are lost 
By Dutchmen, or by wind ; 

Our tears we 'll send a speedier way, 

The tide shall waft them twice a day. 

The King with wonder and surprise 
Will swear the seas grow bold. 

Because the tides will higher rise, 

Than e’er they did of old ; 

But let him know it is our tears 
Bring floods ot grief to Whitehall-stairs. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our sad and dismal story. 

The Dutch would scorn so weak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Goree, 

For what resistance can they find 

From men who’ve leit tlicir hearts behind? 
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Let wind and weather do its worst, 

Be you to us but kind, 

Let Dutdimen vapour, Spaniards curse, 
No sorrow we shall find ; 

’Tis then no matter how things go, 

Or who’s our friend, or who’s our foe. 

To pass our tedious hours away, 

We throw a merry main, 

Or else at serious ombre play, 

But why should we in vain 
Each other’s ruin thus pursue? 

We were undone when we left you ! 

But now our fears tempestuous grow 
And cast our hopes aw.ay, 

Whilst you, regardless of our woe, 

Sit careless at a play, — 

Perhaps permit some happier man 
To kiss your hand or flirt your fan. 

When any mournful tune you hear. 

That dies in ever)' note. 

As if it sighed with each man’s care, 

For being so remote, 

Think then how often love we’ve made 
To you, when all those tunes were played. 

In justice you can not refuse 
To think of our distress. 

When we fqr hopes of honour lose 
Our certain happiness ; 

All those designs are but to prove 
Ourselves more worthy of your love. 

And now we’ve told you all our loves. 

And likewise all our fears. 

In hopes this declaration moves 
Some pity from your tears; 

Let’s hear of no inconstancy, 

We have too much of that at sea. 
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SOXG. 

Dorinda’s sparkling wit and eyes 
'United cast too fierce a light, 

Whicli blazes high, but quickly dies, 

Pains not the heart, but hurts the sight 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy. 

Smooth are his looks, and soft his pace, 
Her Cupid is a blackguard boy. 

That runs his link full in your face. 

Song. 

Phillis, for shame, let us improve 
A thousand different w.ays 
Those few short moments snatched by love 
From many tedious days. 

If you w.ant cour.age to despise 
The censure of the gra\e, 

Though love ’s a tyrant in your eyes 
Your heart is but a slave. 

My love is full of noble pride. 

Nor can it e’er submit 
To let that fop, Discretion, ride 
In triumph over it. 

False friends I have, as well as you, 

Vi’ho daily counsel me 
Fame and ambition to pursue, 

And leave off loving thee. 

But when the least regard I show 
To fools who thus advise. 

May I be dull enough to grow 
Most miserably rvise. 



SIR CHARLES SEDLEY. 


[Sir CitARLKs SEt>i.r,r %vr5 bom at AylesforJ in 1639, and died August 20, 
1701. His most famous comedy. The Mulberry Garden, ap}R:arcd in l668 ; 
his poetical and dramatic svorfcs were collected in 1719.] 

Sedley was one of the most gr.aceful .nnd refined of the moh of 
Restoration noblemen wlio wrote in prose and verse. For nearly 
forty years he was recognised as a patron of the art of poetry', and 
,as an amateur of more than usu.al skill. Three times, at intcn'als 
of ten years, he produced a pl.ay in the taste of the age, and when 
his clever comedy of BcUamira was refused at the Duke’s Theatre, 
on account of its intolerable indelicacy, lie sulked for the remainder 
of his life, and left to his executors three more play’s in manuscript. 
His songs arc bright and lively', but inferior to those of Rochester 
in lyTic.al force. A certain sweetness of diction in his verse 
^ delighted his contemporaries, who praised his ‘ witchcraft ’ and his 
‘ gentle prevailing art.’ In his pl.ay's he seems to be successively 
inspired by Ethcredge, Shadwell and Crownc. Two lines in his 
most famous song have preserved his reputation from complete 
decay. 


Edmund W. Gosse. 
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Song. 

Love still has something of the sea, 
From whence his Mother rose ; 

No time liis slaves from love can free, 
Nor give their thoughts repose. 

They are becalm’d in clearest days, 

And in rough weather tost ; 

They wither under cold delays, 

Or are in tempests lost. 

One while they seem to touch the port, 
Then straight into the main 
Some angry wind in cruel sport 
Their vessel drives again. 

At first disdain and pride they fear. 
Which, if they chance to ’scape. 
Rivals and falsehood soon appear 
In a more dreadful shape. 

By such degrees to joy they come, 

And are so long withstood, 

So slowly they receive the sum. 

It hardly does them good. 

’Tis cruel to prolong a pain, 

And to defer a bliss. 

Believe me, gentle Hermoine, 

No less inhuman is. 

An hundred thousand oaths your fears 
Perhaps would not remove, 

And if I gazed a thousand years, 

I could no deeper love. 
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Tis fitter much for you to guess 
Th.'in for me to explain, 

But grant, oh ! grant tliat happiness, 
Whicii only does remain. 


Song. 

[From Thf MiAhmy GarAn.l 

Ah ! Chloris, that I now could sit 
As unconcerned as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 
hCo pleasure, nor no pain ! 

When I the dawn used to admire 
And praised the coining day, 

1 iiulc thought the growing lire 
Must talce my rest aw.ay. 

Your charms in harmless childhood Uy, 
Like metals in the mine. 

Age from no face took more away 
Tiian youth concealed in thine. 

But as your chartns insensibly 
To their perfection prest. 

Fond love as unperccived did fly, 

And in my bosom rest. 

My passion with your beauty grew. 

And Cupid at my heart. 

Still as his mother favoured you, 

Tlircw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part ; 

To make a lover, he 
Employed the utmost of his art. 

To make a beauty she. 

Though now I slowly bend to love, 
Uncertain of my fate, 

If your fair self my chains approve 
I shall my freedom hate. 
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Lovers, like dpng men, may ■well 
At first disordered be. 

Since none alive can truly tell 
What fortime they must see. 


SON'G. 

Phillis is my only joy, 

Faithless as the -srinds or seas, 
Sometimes cunning, sometimes coy, 
Yet she never fails to please; 

If vith a frovTi 
I am cast doam, 

Phillis smiling 
And beguiling 

Makes me happier than before. 

Though alas ! too late I find 
Nothing can her fancy fix, 

Yet the moment she is Innd 
I forgive her vnib her tricks; 
Mnich though I see, 

I can’t get free, — 

She deceiving, 

I b dieting, — 

What need lovers vrish for mora 



MRS. BEHN.' 


[AniKA lirnv. maiden name tvas'Johnson, was bom in Canterbury’ 

in l6y5, and died in London, April i6, 1CS9. Her most famous comedy. 
The Knver, es’as printed in 1(177; her f'oerrn appeareei in idSs.] 

Jilrs. liclin was the first Knglishu-oman who nmtie her livelihood 
by the profession of litermurc. After .a youth of much vicissitude 
and nine not inconsiderable social splendour, she seems to have 
lost her fortune, and to have turned at the age of twenty-nine to 
her pen for support. She was a woman of no learning, biit of 
great enthusiasm for schol.iiship in others, and of unbounded 
vcncnition for wit and genius. Wit she herself possessed, and 
something, too, of genius, though not enough to lift her .above the 
moan standard of .a debased .and grovelling age. but while we 
condemn the Laxity of her manners, and exclaim, with Pope, ‘ how 
loosely does Astrrea tread the stage,’ we must not deny her the 
praise due to honest work unwc.arily performed through nearly 
twenty years of poverty and failing health. Living among men, 
struggling by the side of Settle and of Sh.adwcll for the dingy 
honours of the stage, she forgot the dignity of her .sex, and wrote 
like a man. In eighteen years she saw nineteen of her dramas 
appl.audcd or hissed by the debauched and idle groundlings of the 
Duke's Theatre ; and forced to write what would please, she wrote 
in a style that has put a later generation very justly to the blush. 
But in power of sust.ained production she surp.assed all her contem- 
poniries except Dryden, since beside this ample list of plays, she 
published eight novels, some collections of poetry, and various 
miscellaneous volumes. The bulk of her writings, and the sustained 
force so considerable a body of literature displays, are more marked 
than the quality of her style, which is very irregular, uncertain and 
untutored. She possessed none of that command over her pen 
which a university training had secured to the best male poets of 

- E c 2 
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her tunc. But slie has moments of extraordinary fire and audacity, 
when her verse throws off its languor, and pros:resses with hannony 
and passion. Her one Ion? poem, The Voya^^c to the Isle of Love, 
Which extends to more tlian two thousand lines, is a sentimental 
allegory, m a vague and tawdry style, almost wholly without value ; 
her best pieces occur here and there in her plays and among her 
miscellaneous poems. It is vcr>’ unfortunate that one who is 
certmn j to be numbered, as far as intellectual capacity goes, in 
Ihe first rank of English female writers, should have done her 
pest to remove her name from the recollection of posterity by the 
indcliciicy and indiscretion of ber languag^c. 


Edmund W. Gosse. 
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Song. 

[From Abd lazar,"] 

Love in fantastic triumph sate, 

. Whilst bleeding hearts around him flowed, 
For whom fresh pains he did create. 

And strange tyrannic power he showed ; 
From thy bright eyes he took his fires. 

Which round about in sport he hurled j 
But ’twas from mine he took desires 
Enough to undo the amorous world. 

From me he took his sighs and tears. 

From thee his pride and cruelty. 

From me his languishment and fears, 

And every killing dart from thee ; 

Thus thou, and I, the god have armed. 

And set him up a deity. 

But my poor heart alone is harmed. 

While thine the victor is, and free. 

The Dream. 

The grove was gloomy all around. 
Murmuring the stream did pass, 

Where fond Astrm.a laid her down 
Upon a bed of grass ; 

I slept and saw a piteous sight, 

Cupid a-wceping lay. 

Till both his little stars of light 
Had wept themselves away. 

Methought I asked him why he cried ; 

My pity led me on, — 

All sighing the sad boy replied, 

‘Alas ! I am undone ! 

As I beneath yon myrtles lay, 

Down by Diana’s springs, 

Amynt.os stole my bow away. 

And pinioned both my wings.’ 
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‘Alas !’ I cried, ‘'tTv-as then thy darts 
ViTierewith he wounded me? 

Thou mighty deit3' of hearts, 

He stole his power from thee? 
Revenge thee, if a god thou be^ 

Upon the amorous swain. 

I'll fet thy wings at libertv', 

And thou shait fiy again; 

And, for this service on my part, 

Ail I demand of thee. 

Is, wound Amyntas’ cruel heart, 

And make him die for me*' 

His silken fetters 1 untied. 

And those gay wings displayed, 
\Miich gently fanned, he mounting cried, 
‘Farewell, fond easj- maid !’ 

At this I blushed, and angry grew 
I should a god believe. 

And waking found my dream too true. 
For I was still a slave. 


Os THE Death of ^FALLER. 

How to thy sacred memory shall I bring. 
Worthy thy fame, a grateJul offering? 

I, who by toils o! sickness am become 
Almost as near as thou art to a tomb. 

While evert- soft and evert- tender strain 
Is Tuffied and ill-nat-ured grown with pain? 
But at thy name my languished muse rct-ives. 
And a new spark m the duU ashes strives ; 

I hear thy tuneJul verse, th\- song divine, 

.And am inspired by evert- charming line 
But oh ! 

What inspiration, at the second hand. 

Can an immortal elegt* command? 

Unless, like pious offerings, mine should be 
Made sacred, being consecrate to thee. 
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Eternal as thy own almighty %'crse, 

Should be those trophies that adorn thy hearse, 
The thought illustrious and the fancy young, 

The wit sublime, the judgment fine and strong. 
Soft as thy notes to Sacharissa sung ; 

Whilst mine, like transitory' flowers, decay. 

That come to deck thy tomb a short-lived day, 
Such tributes are, like tenures, only fit 
To show from whom we hold our right to wit 

Long did the untun’d world in ignorance stray. 
Producing nothing that was great and gay. 

Till taught by thee the true poetic way ; 

Rough were the tracks before, dull and obscure. 
Nor pleasure nor instruction could procure ; 

Their thoughtless labours could no passion move. 
Sure, in that age, the poets knew not love. 

That charming god, like apparitions, then, 

Was only talked on, but ne’er seen by men. 
Darkness was o’er the Muses’ land displayed. 

And even the chosen tribe unguided strayed, 

Till, by thee rescued from the Egj’ptian night. 
They now look up and view the god of light, 
That taught them how to love, and how to write. 




ROCHESTER. 


July 26, 16S0, The bwt 

1691.] ‘ poems appeared posthumously in 

the Lstoration wat TlsolJtLS 

Ia.x age for his debaucheries the Earf oTR T''' 
as a subject shiftincr j Rochester was unfaithful 

^vorthyas a man of hon a friend, and untrust- 

taken perhaps as an excuse^’for tlf drunkenness may be 

he was notorious and h!c i .P^y^'oal cowardice for which 

chuseof " '=?“»>' - "■« 

sullen was his humour r i savage malice. So 

that his figure seems to Pursuit of sensual pleasure, 

time like that of a veritLle dt'dl"® Yertfr'“' 

^vh^ch the character r there were points at 

not wholly vile Within o ottitnate and abandoned person tvas 
aurptised thTworlf bv thoT' "/!.' *■“ '■> »» have 

humour, and, above all, the finest his"7' 

and purity of fcelin<r for bvhiVi *1, 1 " reveal a sweetness 

from preparing 2”" iifo are very far 

tu^untet^rtSff ^-^Prin^ud for nearly a cen- 

Sa^jJ^oo" ‘il'w'hi/h'^SS™ v.:r '”™ ■ 

dip. Of this notorious colleai^, ^ venture to 

offensive matter that had T spunous ; the 

Dorset Riirti'no-E i,. removed from the writings ol 

2e7s fold ‘2 T 

ffreado^TvI T name of Rochester, 

bv the dood nn enough to secure the volume edited 

U an arfr^M • will find'no more ind.screuons 

> lar m all poetry of the Restoration, and will discover, 
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The Bowl. 

Contrive me, Vulcan, such a cup 
As Nestor used of old. 

Shew all thy skill to trim it up, 

Damask it round with gold. 

Make it so large, that, filled with sack 
Up to the swelling brim. 

Vast toasts on that delicious lake, 

Like ships at sea, may swim. 

Engrave not battle on his cheek, 

With war I ’ve nought to do, 

I 'm none of those that took Maestrick, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 

Let it no name of planets tell. 

Fixed stars or constellations. 

For I am no Sir Sindrophel, 

N<?r none of his relations. 

But carve thereon a spreading vine ; 

Then add two lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in amorous folds entwine, 

The types of future joys. 

Cupid and Bacchus my saints arc. 

May Drink and Love still reign. 

With wine I wash away my care. 

And then to love again. 

Song. 

[From VaUntinianfl 
Nytnjth. 

Injurious charmer of my vanquished heart. 
Canst thou feel love, and yet no pity know? 

Since of myself from thee I cannot part. 
Invent some gentle way to let me go ; 
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SONG, 

My dear Mistress has a heart 

Soft as those kind looks she gave me ; 
Wlien, with love’s resistless art, 

And her eyes, she did enslave me ; 

But her constancy’s so weak, 

She’s so wild and apt to wander. 

That my jealous heart would break 
Should we live one day asunder. 

Melting joys about her move, 

Killing pleasures, wounding blisses. 

She can dress her eyes in love. 

And her lips can arm with kisses ; 
Angels listen when she speaks, 

She’s my delight, aU mankind’s wonder. 
But my jealous heart would break 
Should we live one day asunder. 


Constancy. 

I cannot change, as others do, 

Though you unjustly scorn, 

Since that poor swain that sighs for you, 
F or you alone was bom ; 

No, Phillis, no, your heart to move 
A surer way I ’ll try, — 

And to revenge my slighted love, 

Will still love on, and die. 

When, killed with grief, Amintas lies, 
And you to mind shall call 
The sighs that now unpitied rise, 

The tears that vainly fall, 

That welcome hour that ends his smart, 
Will then begin your pain. 

For such a faithful tender heart 
Can never break in vain. 
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For whnt u-itli joy tliou didst obtain, 

And I witli more did give, 

In time will make thee false and vain, 

And me unfit to live. 

Sltc/'/tcrd. 

Frail angel, tliat wonld’st leave a heart forlorn. 
With vain pretence Falsehood therein might lie, 
Seek not to cast wild shadows o'er your scorn, 
You cannot sooner change than 1 can die; 

To tedious life 1 ’ll never fall, 

Thrown from thy dcar-lov’d breast ; 

Fie merits not to live at all, 

"Who cares to live unblest. 


S015G. 

Wlien on those lovely looks I gaze. 

To sec a wretch pursuing, 

In raptures of a blest amaze. 

His pleasing happy ruin, 

Tis not for pity that I move ; 

His fate is too aspiring, 

Whose heart, broke with a load of love, 
Dies wishing and admiring. 

But if this murder you’d forego, 

Your slave from death removing, 

Let me your art of channing know. 

Or you learn mine of loving ; 

But whether life or death betide, 

In love ’tis equal measure. 

The victor lives with empty pride. 

The vanquished dies with pleasure. 
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SOXG. 

Absent from tbec 1 languish still, 

Then ask me not, when 1 return? 

The straying fool ’twill jjlainly kill 
To wish all day, all night to mourn. 

Dear, from thine arms then let me lly, 

That mj' fantastic mind may prove 

The torments it deserves to try. 

That tears my fixed heart from my love^ 

When, wearied with a world of woe, 

To thy safe bosom I retire, 

Where love and peace and honour flow, 

May I contented there expire. 

Lest once more wandering from that heaven, 
I fall on some base heart unblessed. 

Faithless to thee, false, unforgiven. 

And lose my everlasting rest. 


Epitaph on Charles II, 

Here lies our Sovereign Lord the King, 
\\Tiose word no man relies on, 

Wio never said a foolish thing, 

Nor ever did a wise one. 
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From ‘The PoErt Complaint of his Muse.’ 

To a high hill where never yet stood tree, 

Where only heath, coarse fern, and furzes grow. 
Where, nipped by piercing air. 

The flocks in tattered fleeces hardly graze. 

Led by uncouth thoughts and care. 

Which did too much his pensive mind amaze, 

A wandering bard, whose Muse was crazy grown, 
Cloyed with the nauseous follies of the buzzing tow'n, 

Came, looked about him, sighed, and laid him dotvn. 
’Twas far from any path, but where the earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth. 

When by the Word it first was made. 

Ere God had said : — 

Let grass and herbs and every green thing grow, 
With fruitful herbs after their kinds, and it was so. 

The whistling winds blew fiercely round his head ; 

Cold was his lodging, hard his bed ; 

Aloft his eyes on the wide heavens he cast, 

■\Vliere, we are told, peace only is found at last ; 

And as he did its hopeless distance see. 

Sighed deep, and cried ‘How far is peace from mel’ 



JOHN OLDHAM. • 

aftL Shipton, near Tedbur^-, in Gloucesterehire ; 

FrZ ScZl ' Z "P""' Cmvdon 

He died n ^ afterwards settled amon^ tie -irits in London. 

Pierront^TA?-^'^ u Kingston at Holmes- 

■l lerpont in Nottinghamshire.] 

°P Oldham, as well as in the 
o w ic his name owes its celebrity, have verj' naturally 
enga^jC f e attention of historical enquirers, while others have 
b .'^i sjmpath}’ of literary' students. He seems really to 
• independence of which authors too often only 

L, ^ leaders of fashionable societ}’ and of fashion- 

able literature to seek him out in his obscurity; and when he 
ventured to publish his poems, he published them without a patron. 
Hut If he had a high spirit, he lacked the equally noble possession 
o an unfettered mind. Even a domestic chaplain in the Restoration 
days— such a one as Oldham has painted in one of the foUowing 
e.xtracts, and such as Macaulay, largely folloiring Oldham, has re- 
painted in a tvell-kiiown passage of his History— m3.y have in 
him more of human dignity and freedom than the flatterer of 
popular fur\' and the pandar to mob-prejudice. Oldham was the 
laureate of the Popish Plot frenzj' ; and his laurels are accordingly 
stained with much mire and with much blood. 

To what lengths the fanaticism of e.xcitcd popular feeling, 
together with an inborn love of strong language, can cart}' a bold 
and .acile pen, the second of the lollowing e.xtracts will suffice to 
show. It illustrates the indignation which inspired Oldham’s 
most sustained series of eflbrts, and the unreasoning violence 
and malignant exuberance of his invective, together' with its 
frequent bad rlijmes and occasion.al bad grammar. He has been 
repeatedl)' compared with Dryden, whose earlier and worse 
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manner he imitated in his own earlier efforts, but whom he pre- 
ceded as a satirist. It is in the latter capacity only that Oldham 
is memorable among our poets ; for his panegjTical and other 
odes are laboured without being effective ; his paraphrases have 
the flatness too common to their kind ; and the rest of his verse, 
though occasionally pleasing, has no peculiar value. But on the 
roll of our later poetic satirists, which begins with Donne and ends 
with Gifford, Oldham occupies a far from insignificant place. 
Both Johnson and Pope may have owed something to him; but 
by Dryden he was valued and acknowledged as to him the most 
congenial of his fellow-authors. At the time of Oldham’s death 
Dryden, though a supporter of the Court, was not yet a Roman 
Catholic ; and there was accordingly no stint in the praise which, 
with his usual magnanimity, he offered on the early death of his 
younger predecessor. Pie had but one exception to take, and 
even this he was ready himself to overrule. Had Oldham lived 
longer, Dryden wrote, advancing age 

'might (what Nature never gives the young) 

Have taught the numbers of thy native tongue ; 

But satire needs not these, and. wit rvill shine 
Through the harsh cadence of a rugged line.’ 

To us there is much besides defects of form to overlook or 
forgive in Oldham. His most famous satires have the reck of an 
essentially grosser flame than that in which the greatest masters 
of poetic satire, ancient or modern, forged their darts. But he 
was capable of productions tempered with nicer art if with less 
expenditure of vigour than those by which he is best known. His 
Imitations of Horace, Juvenal, and Boileau are all more or less 
felicitous ; and in a few shorter original pieces of the same cast he 
shows occasional lightness as well as his habitual strength of touch. 
It should certainly not be forgotten that he died at thirty-one, and 
that the species of poetry in which he was chiefly gifted for excell- 
ing was one more especially suited to matured powers. And to 
have been the foremost English writer of satire at a time when 
Dryden was already famous, though not in this branch of poetry', 
was to have secured a fair tide to remembrance. 

A. W. Ward. 
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The Jesuits. 

[From the Second of the Satires upon the yesuiis. iSGo-] 

These are the Janissaries of the cause, 

The life-guard of the Roman Sultan, chose 
To break the force of liuguenots and foes ; 

The Church’s hawkers in divinity, 

Who, ’stead of lace and ribbons, doctrine cry ; 

Rome’s strollers, who survey each continent, 

Its trinkets and commodities' to vent ; 

Export the Gospel, like mere ware, for sale, 

And truck ’t for indigo, or cochineal. 

As the known factors here, the brethren, once 
Swopped Christ about for bodkins, rings, and spoons. 

And shall these great Apostles be contemned. 

And thus by scoffing heretics defamed? 

They, by whose means both Indies now enjoy 
The two choice blessing, lust and Popeiy? 

Which buried else in ignorance had been. 

Nor known the worth of beads and Bellarmine'P 
It pitied holy Mother Church to see 
A world so drowned in gross idolatry ; 

It grieved to see such goodly nations hold 
Bad errors and unpardonable gold. 

Strange ! what a fervent zeal can coin infuse. 

What charity pieces of eight “ produce ! 

So were you chosen the fittest to reclaim 
The pagan world, and giye’t a Christian name. 

And great was the success ; whole myriads stood 
At font, and were baptized in their own blood ; 

Millions of souls were hurled from hence to bum 
Before their time, be damned in their own turn. 

Yet these were in compassion sent to Hell, 

The rest reserved in spite, and, worse to feel, 

' Cardinal Eellarmin, the great Jesuit controversialist, opposed by James 1 
* The Spanish pieza de a oc/io, a dollar, or eight silver reals. 
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r))ct, a horse, and thirty pounds a year, 

Besides tiie advantage of his lordsliip’s ear, 

The credit of the business, and the state, 

Are things tliat in a youngster’s sense sound great 
Little the inexperienced wretch does know, 

What slaver)' he oft must undergo. 

Who, though in silken scarf and cassock dressed, 

Wears but a gayer livery at best 

When dinner calls, the implement must wait) 

With holy words to consecrate the meat. 

But hold it for a favour seldom known. 

If he be deigned the honour to sit down — 

Soon as the tarts appear. Sir Crape, withdraw ! 
Those dainties arc not for a spiritual maw. 

Obsen'c your distance, and be sure to stand 
Hard by the cistern with your cap in hand ; 

There for diversion you may pick your teeth. 

Tilt the kind voider' comes for your relief. 

For mej'e board ivages such their freedom sell, 

Sla\'es to an hour, and vassals to a bell ; 

And if the enjoyment of one day bo stole, 

They are but prisoners out on parole : 

Always the marks of slavery remain. 

And they, though loose, still drag about their chain. 

And where’s the mighty prospect after all, 

A chaplainship ser\'ed up, and sev'en years’ thrall? 

The menial thing, perhaps, for a reward 
Is to some slender benefice preferred, 

With this proviso bound : that he must wed | 
hly lady’s antiquated w'aiting-maid r 

In dressing only skilled, and marmalade. J 


Basket for the scraps of dinner. 
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''.V'ii!'- u.-t'”. >'k -.o- th." C.W!1 i!1 

Kill' i;;-.'..-.! : r tm ;< -.Jitny t!.ty, 

i'l'r !•.: fii’-i-.u, v.o n-err asltrimctl U^ fc.ir, 
u'c oxiMiirrciS vv!!>J j'o'.i wniiirctl there. 

Sh.i;'--, nifit, .-liu! ruijr. oiii ronn'.r)' nii:;hi rc.storc, 

Bsu ‘i’jrh .1 Io,t(!rr c.-iijhl MJifpIy no marc. 

\Vit!i tjKm.jliJs of he did hum, 

Ver fiiu.’.lu no! mare to vam|ui--h thun return. 

I'eir.uue und victory he did putsuc 
To lirin;; tlif.ui ut !ii i i.iave'i to unit on yon: 

Thiie hi.t’.tly r-ividied the rev.-urdv of fnttie, 

And tlie l.iir iiiumjihed when trie hruve o'crc.iine. 
Tlseti, U'5 yoti m-MUl to •.pieud ntiotlicr v,;iy 
15y laud your cou'jue'.'.'i f.ir us his by .sc.a, 

I.c.r'its;; our 'outhent clime, you m.irrhcd .alnu;:; 

'I'll'- e'uhbuin Noith, ten ihous uid Cupids .strong. 

Libe Cotmumis, the nobility resort 
In crowding heup^ to fill your moving court: 

*l'o uekoinc your uppro.ich the vulgar run, 

I.ikc some new envoy from ih'' distant sun, 

And country beauties by their lovers go, 

Illcssing themselves and wondering .ut the. r.how. 
fio, when lire new-horn piiuuiiv first is been, 
licr Aathcred sulijects all adore their queen, 

An.d while she makes her progress through the East, 
Erom every gtuve her miinerous ir.uin's incrcast ; 

Each poet of the air her glory sings, 

.And round Iiiin the pleased audience clap tlicir wings. 


Tilt: Arri::.fi'T at BgROirrtN. 

[From Annus Mirnbilis, the Tear ti/ tt'iwi.ftrs: t665.] 

And now approached their licet from India, fraught 
With all the riclies of the rising sun, 

And precious sand from southern climates brought, 
The fund regions where the. war begun. 
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LiUc hunted castors conscious .of their store, 

'ill/. "'ealth to Norway’s coasts they bring; 

■ <- irst the North’s cold bosom spices bore, 
n u inter brooded on the eastern spring. 

scent we found our perfumed prey, 

/ I anked Avith rocks, did dose in covert h’e; 

roun about tJicir murdering cannon Jay, 
once to tWten and invite the eye. 

‘^nnon and than rocks more hard, 

Stvn!? 'o&^'sb undertake the unequal Avar: 

• ^ alone, by Avhich the port is barred, 

^o^e the Indies and all Denm.ark darci 

Thc^e %ht like husbands, but like loAors those; 

‘''osc more fain enjoy; 
o such height their frantic passion groAVS 
hat Avhat both love both hazard to destroy. 

Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a ball, 

^d noAv their odours .arnAcd .against them fly: 

:some preciously by sh.attcrod porcelain fall. 

And some by arom.atic splintA'rs dia 

And though by tompets of the ptiro bereft, 
n Hearens inclemency souaa' av.so aao find; 

Oiw foes we y.anquishcd by our v.Alour left. 

And only yidded to the sc.as and wind. 

Nor AvhoDy lost aao so descraTd a prcA’. 

hor storms repenting p.art of it restored, 

W^ch ^ a tribute from the B.altic sea 
The Bntish ocean sent her mighty lord. 

mortals, now .and ve-v >-oursolvcs in A-ain 
For wealth, Avhich so unccrt.ainly must come; 

WTien what was brought so far .and AAath such pain 
Was only kept to lose it nearer home. 

TJie son Aiho, twice three months on the ocean tost, 

1 repared to tell Aihat he h.ad p.assed before, 

Noav sees in English ships the IloII.and co.ast, 

And parents’ arms in vaiin stretclied from the shore 


yo/fx DNvnr.x. 




’ri'.i'i ciircful lui'^baml had been lonj; away, 

Whom hii chaste \\ife and little children mouni, 
Who on their finyers learned to tell the day 
On which their father promised to rctuin. 

Such arc the proud dcsiipis of human hind, 

And so we suffer shipwiack everywhere 1 
Alas, what port can such a pilot find 

Who in the niijht of Fate must blindly steer I 

Tnr. Finn or I.okdon’. 

pTfoin Aniius ilfimtit/is.] 

Snell was the rise of this prodigious fire, 

Which, in mean buildings first obscincly bred, 

From thence did soon to open streets aspire, 

And stiaight to palaces and temples spiead. 

The diligence of trades, and noiseful gain, 

And luMirj’, more late, asleep were laid ; 

All was the Night's, and in her silent reign 
No sound the rest of Nature did invade. 

In this deep quiet, from wh.at source unknown, 
Those seeds of fire their fattd birth disclose ; 

And first few scattering spatks about were blown, 
Big with the flames that to our ruin rose. 

Then in some close-pent room it crept .along. 

And, smouldering as it went, in silence fed ; 

Till the infant monster, with devouring strong. 
Walked boldly upright with exalted head. 

Now, like some rich or mighty murderer, 

Too great for prison which ho bre.aks with gold, 

Who ficshcr for new mischiefs does appear. 

And dares the world to t.ax him with the old, 

So scapes the insulting fire his narrow jail, 

And makes small outlets into open air ; 

There the fierce winds his tender force assail, 

And beat him downward to his first repair. 

G g 2 
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The winds, like crafty courtesans, withheld 

His flames from burning but to blow them more : 

And, ever)' fresh attempt, he is repelled 
With faint denials, weaker than before. 

And now, no longer letted of his prey, 

He leaps up at it with enraged desire, 

O’erlooks the neighbours with a wide survey, 

And nods at ever)' house his threatening fire.' 

The ghosts of traitors from the Bridge descend, 
With bold fanatic spectres to rejoice ; 

About the fire into a dance they bend,_ 

And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice*. 

Our guardian angel saw them where they sate. 
Above the palace of our slumbering King ; 

Pie sighed, abandoning his charge to Fate, 

And drooping oft looked back upon the wing. 

At length the crackling noise and dreadful blaze 
Called up some waking lover to the sight ; 

And long it was ere he the rest could raise. 

Whose heavy eyelids yet were full of night. 

The next to danger, hot pursued by fate. 
Half-clothed, half-naked, hastily retire ; 

And frighted mothers strike their breasts too late 
For helpless infants left amidst the fire. 

Their cries soon waken all the dwellers near ; 

Now murmuring noises rise in every street ; 

The more remote run stumbling with their fear, 

And in the dark men Justlc as they meet. 

So wear)' bees in little cells repose ; 

But if night-robbers lift the well-stored hiv’O, 

All humming through their waxen city grows. 

And out upon each other’s wings they drive. 


• Tile heads of persons executed for treason were displayed on London 
Bridge. 
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Now streets grow thronged and busy as by day; 
Some run for buckets to the hallowed quire ; 

Some cut the pipes, and some the engines play, 

And some more bold mount ladders to the fire. 

In vain ; for from the cast a Belgian wind 
His hostile breath through the dry raflqrs sent ; 

Tile flames impelled soon left their foes behind, 

And forward with' a wanton fury went. 

A key' of fire ran all along the shore, 

And lightened all the river with a blaze ; 

The wakene'd tides began again to roar, 

And wondering fish in shining waters gaze. 

Old Father Thames raised up his reverend head. 

But feared the fate of Simois" would return; 

Deep in his ooze he sought his sedgy bed, 

And shrank his waters back into his urn. 

The fire meantime walks in ,a broader gross * ; 

To cither hand his wings he opens wide ; 

He wades the streets, and straight he reaches cross, 
And plays his longing flames on the other side. 

At first they warm, then scorch, and then they take ; 
Now with long necks from side to side they feed ; 

At length, grown strong, their mother-fire forsake, 
And a new colony of flames succeed. 

To every nobler portion of the town 

The curling billows roll their restless tide ; 

In parties now they straggle up and down. 

As armies unopposed for prey divide. 

One mighty squadron, with a sidewind sped. 

Through narrow lanes his cumbered fire does haste. 

By powerful charms of gold and silver led 
The Lombard bankers and the Change to waste. 

‘ &y=quay. “ See //lad, bk. xxi (of the Xanthos). ® gross, bulk. 
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Another backward to the Tower would go, 

And slowly cats his way against the wind ; 

But the main body of the marching foe 
Against the imperial palace is designed. 

Now day appears ; and with the day the King, 
Whose early care had robbed him of his rest ; 

Far off the cracks of falling houses ring, 

And shrieks of subjects pierce his tender breiist. 

Near as he draws, thick harbingers of smoke 
With gloomy pillars cover all the place ; 

\Wiose little intervals of night are broke 

By sparks that drive against his sacred face. 

More than his guards his sorrows made him known, 
And pious tears which down his cheeks did shower ; 

The wretched in his grief forgot their own ; 

So much the pity of a king has power. 

He. wept tl\e ftetees. of whet he leved se well, 

And what so well had merited his love ; 

For never prince in grace did more e.xcel, 

Or royal city more in duty strove. 


Achitophel. 

[From Ahialom and Achitophel, Part I; iC8l.] 

Of these the false AchitopheP was first, 

A name to all succeeding ages curst : 

For close designs and crooked counsels fit, 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit, 

Restless, unfi.xed in principles and place. 

In power unplcased, impatient of disgrace ; 

A fiery soul which, working out its way. 
Fretted the pigmy body to decay 
And o’er-informed the tenement of clay. 


Achitophel = Shaftesbury. 



— — — 

- — - 
r- 

'’'<■«<= 1.1 t°‘’i '»■ ’™i.'.i *’''‘'‘>.- 

i"" >0 fcav» S' '’™''®''' Ms*'*'' 

And bom a 1 .'°“' ?'"•"’ •■» 


piConi? '>on7;e'; 

VsTn "■'■"> Pear ; / 

^^urped a patriot’s al? T effect, a-, r 

stiJ, prolofTr" 

S Sreir^ - -s; ff 

*" "-as u,e 



456 


THE 


'LISfJ P.'ETS. 


Oh ! had he been content to sen e the cron-ti 
"With virtues only proper to the g:av.-n, 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle that oppressed the noble seed, 

David for him his tuneful Itarp had strung 
And Heaven had rvanted one immortal song. 

But wild ambition loves to slide, not stand, 

And Fortune's ice prefers to Virtue's land. 
Achitophcl, grown wcarj' to possess 
A lawful fame and lazy happiness, 

Disdained the golden fruit to gather free. 

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 

Kow, manifest of crimes contrived long since, 

He stood at bold defiance v.dth his Prince, 

Held up the buckler of the people's cause 
Against the cro'.vn, and skulked behind the laws. 
The wished occasion of the Plot he takes ‘ ; 

Some circumstances finds, but more he makes ; 

By buzzing emissaries fills the cars 
Of listening crowds with jealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light. 

And proves the King himself a Jebusite.^ 

Weak arguments ! which yet he knew full well 
Vere strong rvith people easy to rebel. 

For, governed by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the same track when she the prime renews : 
And once in twenty years their scribes record. 

By natural instinct they change their lord. 

The ^sI.\Lco^'TE^'Ts. Zmre 

[From Abialam cr.d Achitopkel, Part L] 

To further this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Israelites, 

Whose dittering parties he could wisely join 
For several ends to serve the same design j 
* The Flo: is the Popish Plot ^jehustUs = Roman Catholics. 
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A numerous host of dreaming saints succeed 
Of the true old enthusiastic breed : 

’Gainst form and order they their pov er employ, 
Nothing to build and all things to destroy. 

But far more numerous was the herd of such 
Who think too little and nho talk loo much 
These out of mere instinct, they knew not nhy, 
Adored their fathers’ God and property, 

And by the same blind benefit of Fate 
The Detil and the Jebusite did hate : 

Born to be saved eeen in their oun despite. 
Because they could not help behenng nght. 

Such were the tools; but a whole Iljdra more 
Remains of sprouting heads too long to score. 
Some of their chiefs were princes of the land; 

In the first rank of these did Zimri’ stand, 

A man so tanous that he seemed to be 
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome; 

Stiff in opinions, alwats in the wrong. 

Was everything by starts and nothing long; 

But in the course of one revolving moon 
Was chymist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon ; 

Then all for women, painting, rh^-ming, drinking, 
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking. 
Blest madman, who could ever}' hour employ 
With something new to w ish or to enjoy 1 
Railing and praising were his usual themes. 

And both, to show his judgment, in evtremes : 

So over violent or over civil 
That ev'ery man with him was God or Devik 
In squandering wealth was his peculiar art; 
Nothing went unrewarded but desert. 

Beggared by fools whom still he found too late, 

He had his jest, and they had his estate. 

He laughed himself from Court ; then sought relief 
By forming parties, but could ne’er be chief. 


' Zinvi IS George Villicrs seco d Duke of Buckingham, a member of the 
Cabal, but after his dismi sal a m!.ml>er of the Opposition. He had 
ridiculed Di-j den as Eaj es m The Rehearsal 
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n’cmghtIc5S as :nor.r.>-ca ;b-; sk-ide She ph'-isi, 

And, spri-r. 1 in solemn .earc. s ;p:ne!y rc!^. 
Ileywood .ind ShVIcy* e.er; but syp-s-' of ibee, 
Thou !as: csrcru i-rophct of tr.i;!Ml-'\~y. 

Even i, a dunce of mure renov.r. than they, 

V.'as sen*, before but to prep ire sly veay. 

And coarsely dad in Xnr.vicb dre-ce:' cams 
To teach the nations in thy greater nams. 


Core AN'D Og. 

[r.Tni d.h'r'o-i Pu-t 1! . Xorsu-.btr, lo?!.’ 

Doeg\ though tvithout Imo’.ting hor. or ’.'hy, 

Made still a blundering kind of raelidy; 

Sparred boldly on. .and dashed through tliick and thin, 
Throagh sense .and nonsense, never out nor in; 

Free ftotn ail meaning, v.hev.vcr goad cr bad. 

And, in one vvo.-d. heroically mad. 

He vvas too w.arm cn p;ck5r.g-vvT3rk to dwell. 

Bat faggoted hi-, notions as they fell. 

And, if they rlr.med and rattled, ."dl was welL 
Spiteful be is not. though he w.'ote a satire, 

For still there goes some thinking to iii-naturc ; 

He needs no more than birds and beasts to think, 

AH his occasions are to cat and drir.E 
If he call rogue and rascal from a garret. 

He means you no more mischief than a parrot ; 

The words for friend and toe ahke were made, 

To fetter them in verse is all his trade. 

Let him be ga'Iows-frce by my consent. 

And nothing suffer, since he nothing meant ; 

Hanging supposes human soul and reason. 

This animal ‘s below committing treason: 

* Taonias Hev-rrood a.ad James Shirley were both erteruoly croliac 
iranietisis. 

- Shadwell was a Xorfo'k raon . 

* Dorg = EUameh Settle. 



yamv drydex. 


461 


Slial! liC I)!.' hanged who never could rebel? 

That ’s a picicrmcni for Achitophcl. 

Railing in other men may be a crime, 

Rut ought to pass for liicrc instinct in him ; 
Instinct he folknvs and no farther knows, 

For to write verse with him is to transprosc ’ ; 
’Twere pity treason at his door to lay 
Who makes hctiven's gate a lock to its own key ; 
Let him rail on, let his invective Muse 
Have four and twenty letters to abuse, 

Which if he jumbles to one line of sense, 

Indict him of a capital olTence. 

In fire-works - give him leave to vent his spite, 
'niosc are the only serpents he can write ; 

The height of his ambition is, we know, 

But to be master of a puppet-show’; 

On that one stage his works may yet appear, 

And a month’s harvest keeps him all the year 

t 

Now stop your noses, readers, all and some, 

For here ’s a ton of midnight work to come, 

Og* fiom a treason-tavern rolling home. 

Round as a globe, and liquored every’ chink, 
Goodly and great he sails behind his link. 

With all this bulk there’s nothing lost in Og, 

For evciy’ inch that is not fool is rogue; 

A monstrous mass of foul corrupted matter, 

As all the devils had spewed to make the batten 
When wine has given him courage to blaspheme, 
lie curses God, but God before cursed him; 


’ Settle had written a reply to the First Part of Absalom ani AcTtitoE el, 
entitled Absalom Senior, or Achilaphel Transprosed. The next line but one is 
cited from this poem. 

’ The allusion is to the burning of the Pope in a pageant at Temple Bar, 
superintended by the City Poet. 

’ This taunt was verified when Settle acted the Dragon in an adaption of 
his operatic spectacle. The Siege of Troy, for Mrs. Mynn's booth at Bar- 
tholomew Fair. 

‘ Og = SUadwelL 
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And if man cnulc liave none lias more, 

That made his paanch la rich and Iiim so poor. 
V.'ith v,eal:}> he w.as not tn.’<;tcd. for IJcaven knew 
\Vl;at 'in as of o!d to pamper tip a Jen- ; 

To nliat V. oaid he on quail and pdieasant sncH 
That even on tripe and carrion cou!d rebel.' 

But Heaven made him p-'or, with reverence spea 

He never was a poet of God’s making ; 

The midwife laid her hand on Ins ildck skull, 

V.'ith this prophetic blcssir.q — Be thou dull : 

Drink, swear, amd rca.r, forbear no lewd delight 
Fit for thy bulk, do anything but write. 

Thou art of lasting make, like thoughtless men, 

A strong nativity — bat for the pen ; 

Eat opium, mingle arsenic in thy drink. 

Still thou in.ayest live, avoiding pen and ink. 

1 see. I see. kis counsel given in vain. 

For treason, botched in rhyme, v. ill be thy bane; 
■Rhyme is the loek on which then an to -(VTcek, 

'Tis fatal to thy fam.c and to thy neck. 

Vhy should thy metre good king I')a\'id blast ? 

K. psalm of his will surely be thy hist. 

Barest thou presume in verse to meet thy foes. 
Thou whom the penny pamphlet foiled in prose.* 
Doeg. whom God for mankind's minh has made, 
O'ertops thy talent in thy very trade ; 

Doeg to thee, thy paintings arc so co.irse, 

.A. poet is, though he 's the poet's horse. 

A dou’ole noose thou on thy neck dost puil 
For writing treason and for writing dull ; 

To die for faction is a common evil, 

But to be hanged for nonsense is the deiiL 
Hadst thou the glories of thy King c-xprest, 

Tliy praises had been satires at the best ; 

But thou in dumsv' verse, unlickcd, unpointed, 

Hast sh.imefuliy deiied the Lord's anointed : 

I will not rake the dunghill of thy crimes. 

For who would read thy life that reads thy rhjmes 
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Anif'n™ the timorous kind the quaking Hare 
rrofessed neutrality, but would not swear. 

JCcxt her the bufToon Ape, as atheists use, 
hlimickcd all sects and had bis ovm to choose ; 

Still, wlicn the IJon looked, his knees he bent, 

And paid at church a courtier’s compliment 
The bristled baptist Boar, impure as be, 

But whitened with the fo.am of sanctity, 

With fat pollutions filled the sacred place 
And mountains levelled in his furious race ; 

So first rebellion founded was in grace. 

But, since the mighty ravage which he made 
In German forests’ had his guilt betrayed, 

With broken tusks and with a borrowed name. 

He shunned the vengeance and concealed the shame, 
So lurked in sects unseen. With gfreater guile 
False Reynard fed on consecrated spoil; 

The graceless beast by Athanasius first 

Was chased from Nice, then by Socinus nursed. 

His impious race their blasphemy renewed. 

And Xature's fvi'ng through iVafurc’s optics vdewed • 
Reversed they taewed him lessened to their eye, 

Nor in an infant could a God deserj’. 

New swarming sects to this obliquely tend. 

Hence they began, and here they all will end. 

A\Tint weight of ancient witness c.an prevail, 

If private reason hold the public scale ? 

But, gracious God, how well dost Thou provide 
For erring judgments an unerring guide ! 

Tliy throne is darkness in the abyss of light, 

A blaze of glorj’ that forbids the sight. 

O teach me to believe Thee thus concealed. 

And search no farther than Thyself revealed ; 

But her alone for my director take, 

A\Tiom Thou hast promised never to forsake ! 

My thoughtless youth was winged nath vain desireg; 
My manhood, long misled by wandering fires, 

' The alh’sion is more especially to the Anabaptist doings at Minister. 
VOL. If. H h 
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Followed false lights ; and when their glimpse was gone, 
My pride struck out new sparkles of her own. 

Such was I, such by nature still I am ; 

Be Thine the glory and be mine the shame ! 


The Unity of the Catholic Church. 

[From The Hind and the Panther, Part II.] 

‘One in herself, not rent by schism, but sound, 
Entire, one solid shining diamond, 

Not sparkles shattered into sects like you ; 

One is the Church, and must be to be true. 

One central principle of unity ; 

As undivided, so from errors free ; 

As one in faith, so one in sanctity. 

Thus she, and none but she, the insulting rage 
Of heretics opposed from age to age ; 

Still when tlie giant-brood invades her throne, 

She stoops from heaven and meets them half way down. 
And tvith paternal thunder vindicates her crown. 

But like Eg^'ptian sorcerers you stand. 

And vainly lift aloft your magic wand 

To sweep away the swarms of vermin from the land. 

You could like them, with like infernal force. 

Produce the plague, but not arrest the course. 

But when the boils and botches with disgrace 
And public scandal sat upon the face. 

Themselves attacked, the Magi strove no more. 

They saw God’s finger, and their fate deplore ; 
Themselves they could not cure of the dishonest sore. 

‘Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely spread, 
Like the fair ocean from her mother-bed ; 

From east to west triumphantly she rides. 

All shores are watered by her wealthy tides. 

The gospel-sound, diffused from pole to pole. 

Where winds can carry and where waves can roll, 
The self-same doctrine of the sacred page 
Conveyed to every clime, in every aga 
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TttE Buzzard’. 

jTrom The Uini and the Panther, Part III.] 

‘A portly prince, jtnd goodly to the sight, 

He seemed .t son of Anak for his height : 

Like "those whom stature did to crowns prefer; 
Black-browed and bluff, like Homer’s Jupiter; 
Broad-backed and brawny built for love’s delight, 
A prophet formed to make a female proselyte. 

A thcologuc more by need than gcni.al bent ; 

By breeding sharp, by nature confident, 

Interest in all his actions w.as discerned ; 

More learned than honest, more a wit than learned ; 
Or forced by fear or by his profit led, 

Or both conjoined, his native clime- he fled : 

But brought the virtues of his heaven along ; 

A fair bch.avioijr, and a fluent tongue. 

And yet with all his arts he could not thrive. 

The most unlucky parasite alive. 

Loud praises to prepare his paths he sent. 

And then himself pursued his compliment ; 

But by reverse of fortune chased aw.ay. 

His gifts no longer than their author stay; 

He shakes the dust against the ungrateful r.ice. 
And leaves the stench of ordures in the place. 

Oft has he flattered and blasphemed the same, 

For in his rage he spares no sovereign’s name : 
The hero and the tyrant change their style 
By the same measure that they frown or smile. 
When well received by hospitable foes, 

The kindness he returns is to expose ; 

For courtesies, though undeserved and great, j 
No gratitude in felon-minds beget ; ! 

As tribute to his wit, the churl receives the treat. ' 
His praise of foes is venomously nice ; 

* Burnet, aftcnv.srds Bishop of Salisbury. ’ Scotland. 

H h a 
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So touched, it turns a virtue to a vice : 

A Greek, and bonniiful, Jbrezvarns us 1wice\ 

Seven sacraments he u-iselj- does disown. 

Because he knows Confession stands for one ; 

AVhere sins to sacred silence are conveyed. 

And not for fear or love to be betrayed 
But he, uncalled, his patron to control, 

Divulged the secret whispers of his soul ; 

Stood forth the accusing Satan of his crimes. 

And offered to the Moloch of the times. 

Prompt to assail, and careless of defence. 

Invulnerable in his impudence. 

He dares the world and, eager of a name. 

He thrusts about and justles into fame. 

Frontless and satire-proof, he scours the streets. 

And runs an Indian muck at all he meets. 

So fond of loud report, that not to miss 
Of being known (his last and utmost bli'S.) 

He rather would be known for what he is. 

‘Such was and is the Captain of the Test, 

Though half his \-irtues are not here e.vprest ; 

The modest)’ of fame conceals the rest. 

The spleenful Pigeons never could create 
A prince more proper to revenge their hate ; 

Indeed, more proper to revenge than save; 

A king whom in His wrath the .Almighty gave : 

For all the grace the landlord had allowed 
But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud. 

Gave time to fi.\ their friends and to seduce the crowd. 
They long their fellow-subjects to enthral. 

Their patron’s promise into question call. 

And vainly think he meant to make them lords of alL 

• ‘ Tirr.to Va-.aos e‘ dona ferenUsk Veig. H.n. ii. 45. 

* The allusion is to the evidence gtv<.n bj Uamet ngninst the End of 
Lauderdale before the Ho’use of Coninio 5 in 1675. 

■ The allusion seems to be to Bumet's defence of the obnoxious Test 
ngaimst Parker, Bi=hop of Oxford. 
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Pkologue to Aurexg-Zeee, or The Creat 
Mogul; 1675 ^ 

Our author by experience finds it tnie, 

’Tis much more hard to please himself than you ; 

And, out of no feigned modesty, this day 
•Damns his laborious trifle of a play; 

Not that it’s worse than what before he writ, 

But he has now another taste of wit ; 

And, to confess a truth, though out of time. 

Grows wear)' of his long-loved mistress, Rhyme. 
Passion’s too fierce to be in fetters bound, 

And Nature flies him like enchanted ground : 

What verse can do he has performed in this, 

\\’hich he presumes the most correct of his ; 

But spite of all his pride, a secret shame 
Invades fits breast at Sbaftespearu’s sacred name ; 

Awed when he hears his godlike Romans rage. 

He in a just despair would quit the stage ; 

And to an age less polished, more unskilled. 

Does with disdain the foremost honours yield- 
As witli the greater dead he dares not strive. 

He would not match his verse witli those who live : 

Let him retire, betwixt two ages cast, 

The first of this and hindmost of the last. 

A losing gamester, let him sneak away; 

He bears no ready money from tlie play. 

The fate which governs poets thought it fit 
He should not raise his fortunes by his wit. 

The clergj’ thrive, and the litigious bar ; 

Dull heroes fatten with the spoils of war: 

All southern vices, Heaven be praised, are here 5 
But wit’s a luxury )'ou think too dear. 

* Auren^-Zehe, the hist of Dr3;dea's tragedies in rhjme. ivas produced at 
the Theatre RoyaL ‘ Oiw neighbours ’ in line 37 refers to the ri\-al house 
in Dorset Garden. 
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When you to cultivate the plant are loth, 

’Tis a shrewd sign ’twas never of your growth: 
And wit in northern climates will not blow. 
Except, like orange trees, ’tis housed from snow. 
There needs no care to put a playhouse down, 
Tis the most desert place of all the town : 

We and our neighbours, to speak proudly, are, 
Like monarchs, ruined with expensive war ; 
While, like wise English, unconcerned you sit, 
And see us play the tragedy of ^^■it. 


To THE Pious Memory of the accomreished young uvdy 
Mrs. Anne Killigrew’, excellent in the two sister 
ARTS OF POESY AND PAINTING. AN ODE. l686. 

Thou youngest virgin-daughter of the skies, 

Made in the last promotion of the blest ; 

Whose palms, new plucked from Paradise, 

In spreading branches more sublimely rise, 

Rich with immortal green above the rest : 

Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star. 

Thou roll’st above us in thy wandering race, 

Or in procession fixed and regular 
Moved with the heaven’s majestic pace. 

Or called to more superior bliss. 

Thou tread’st with seraphims the vast abyss : 

Whatever happy region be thy place, ■ 

Cease thy celestial song a little space ; 

Thou wilt have time enough for- hymns divine, 

Since Heaven’s eternal year is thine. 

Hear then a mortal Muse thy praise rehearse. 

In no ignoble verse, 

' Anne Killigrew, mnid of honour to the Duchess of York, died of the 
small-pox in 1685, in the twenty-fifth year of her age. She was of a 
literary family, and herself a poetcrs as well as a painter. Di-ydeu's Ode 
was prefixed to a jiosthumous edition of her poems. 
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But such as thy own voice did practise here, 
When thy first fruits of poesy were given, 

To make thyself a welcome inmate there 
While yet a young probationer, 

And candidate of Heaven. 


If by traduction* came thy mind. 

Our wonder is the less to find 
A soul so charming from a stock so good ; 

Thy father was transfused into thy blood : 

So wert thou bom into the tuneful strain, 

(An early, rich, and inexhaustcd vein.) 

But if thy pre-existing soul 
Was formed at first with myriads more, 

It did through all the mighty poets roll 
Who Greek or Latin laurels wore. 

And was that Sappho last, which once it was before. 

If so, then cease thy flight, O heaven-born mind 1 
Thou hast no dross to purge from thy rich ore : 

Nor can thy soul a fairer mansion find 
Than was the beautious frame she left behind : 
Return, to fill or mend the quire of thy celestial kind. 


May we presume to say that, at thy birth. 

New joy was sprung in heaven as well as here on earth? 
For sure the milder planets did combine 
On thy auspicious horoscope to shine. 

And even the most malicious were in trine’. 

Thy brother-angels at thy birth 

Strung each his lyre, and tuned it high. 

That all the people of the sky 
Might know a poetess was born on earth ; 

And then, if ever, mortal ears 
Had heard the music of the spheres. 


• tradmlion = derivation from one of the same kind (Johnson). 

’ trine, the conjunction of thiee planets in the three angles of a tiiangla 



474 


THE EKGLTSH POETS. 


\\Tiat nature, art, bold fiction, e'er durst frame. 

Her forming hand gave feature to the name. 

So strange a concourse ne’er was seen before, 

But when the peopled ark the wliole creation bore. 

The scene then changed ; with bold erected look 
Our martial King the sight with reverence strook : 

For, not content to express his outward part. 

Her hand called out the image of his heart : 

His warlike mind, his soul devoid of fear. 

His high-designing thoughts were figured there, 

As when by magic ghosts are made appear. 

Our pheenix queen was portrayed too so bright. 
Beauty alone could beauty take so right : 

Her dress, her shape, her matchless grace. 

Were all obser\'cd, as well as heavenly face. 

With such a peerless majesty she stands. 

As in that day she took tlie crown from sacred hands ; 
Before a train of heroines was seen, 

In beauty foremost, as in rank the queen. 

Thus nothing to her genius was denied. 

But like a ball of fire, the farther thrown. 

Still with a greater blaze she shone, 

And her bright soul broke out on every side. 

^^^lat next she had designed, Heaven only knows: 

To such immoderate growth her conquest rose 
That Fate alone its progress could oppose. 

Now all those charms, that blooming grace. 

The well-proportioned shape and beauteous face^ 

Shall never more be seen by mortal eyes j 
In earth the much-lamented virgin lies. 

Not wit nor piety could Fate prevent ; 

Nor was the cruel Destiny content 
To finish all the murder at a blow, 

To sweep at once her life and beauty too ; 

But, like a hardened felon, took a pride 
To work more mischievously slow. 

And plundered first, and then destroyed. 

O double sacrilege on things divine. 
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A fiery futm belied the ifod: 

Sublime on r.idi.nn; *.jiires he rode, 

When lie to fair Olympia prcsietl ; 

Ai'.d >v!n!e lie •:oti;';ht licr mjo’.v)’ brc.'!<it, 

Then naiind ber f-Icttdcr waist he curled, 

And stamped an imajic of himself, a sovereign of the world, 
'nic listening crowd admire the lofty sound, 

A present deity, they .shout .around ; 

A present deity, th.c v.aultcd roofs rebound; 

With r.avished cars 
Tile monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shahe the spheres. 


CJ:pr:is. 

With ravished cars 
The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

AtTccts to nod, 

And seems to shake the spheres. 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung, 
Of B.acclms ever fair, and ever young. 

The jolly god in triumph comes ; 

Sound the trumpets, beat the drums ; 

Flushed uilh a purple grace 
He shows his honest face : 

Now give the hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes. 
Bacchus, ever fair .and young, 

Drinking joys did first ordain ; 

Bacchus’ blessings arc a tre.asure, 

Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure; 

Rich the treasure. 

Sweet the plc.asurc. 

Sweet is pleasure after pain. 
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Chorus, 

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure ; 
Rich the treasure, 

Sweet the pleasure, 

Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


Soothed with the sound the king grew vain ; 

Fought all his battles o’er again ; 

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the slain 
The master saw the madness rise. 

His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 

And while he heaven and earth defied, 

Changed his hand, and checked his pride. 

He chose a mournful Muse, 

Soft pity to infuse ; 

He sung Darius great and good, 

By too Severe a fate. 

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen. 

Fallen from his high estate, 

And weltering in his blood ; 

Deserted at his utmost need 
By those his former bounty fed ; 

On the bare earth exposed he lies. 

With not a friend to close his eyes. 

With downcast looks the joyless victor sate, 

Revolving in his altered soul 
The various turns of chance below ; 

And, now and then, a sigh he stole> 

And tears began to flow. 

Chorus. 

Revolving in his altered soul 

The various turns of chance below ; 

And, now and then, a sigh he stole, 

And tears began to flow. 
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Tlic ;n',’1ity m-T-U-r s,nii!cd to tee. 

That Irvc v.'.-t'i in litc ; 

’Jk.-k !.;)t .1 Jstndrfd'-O’ind to move, 

I'or pity mtU. tiic snind to love. 

Softly Atvfe!, in Indian mcn'turc':, 

Soon lie jc'Li'.Jtcf' In'! r-onl to p'c.thurcs. 

War, lie ‘'tinjt, it toil attti trouble ; 

Honour hut :tn empty bubble ; 

Merer tndinit, i.lill be’!ti!iin,'T, 

Fiyj!lin,t still, .and ttill deitro; in" : 

If the world be v.ijtth thy uinni,;", 

Tiiiiih, O thinV: it worth enjoying : 
l-.o’.cly Tfiai-. rit' beside thee, 

Tabc the good she gods provide tliee. 

Tl'.c many rend tlie "Aies v.ith loud applau'^e ; 

So Lore v..ap cror.ncd, but Mu'^ic non the cause. 
Tlic piince, unable to conceal his p.iin, 

Gared on the fair 
Who cau'-cd his c.arr, 

And sighed and loohed. sighed and looked, 
Siglied .and looked, .and sighed jig.ain ; 

At length, nish love .and nine at once oppressed. 
The ranquished victor sunk upon her breast. 

Chems. 

The prince, un.able- to conceal his p.ain, 

Gazed on the fair 
Who caused his care. 

And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 
.Sighed and looked, and sighed again ; 

At length, with love and wine at once oppressed, 
The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast. 


hfow strike the golden lyre again ; 

A louder yet. and yet a louder strain. 

Break his bands of sleep asunder, 

And rouse him, like a r.attliiig peal of thunder. 
I i 


VOI- II. 
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Harkj hark, the horrid sound 
Has raised up his head ; 

As awaked from the dead, 

And, amazed, he stares around. 

‘Revenge, revenge 1' Timotheus cries; 

‘See the Furies arise; 

See the snakes that they rear, 

How they hiss in fiieir hair, 

And the sparkles that flash from their eyes ! 
Behold a ghastly band, 

Each a torch in his hand ! 

Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain, 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 

Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew. 

Behold how they toss their torches on h.igh, 

How they point to the Persian abodes, 

And glittering temples of their hostile gods.’ 

The princes applaud with a furious joy ; 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy 
Thais led the way, 

To light him to his prey, 

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy. 

Chorus. 

And the king seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy 
Thais led the way. 

To light him to his prey. 

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy. 

Thus long ago, 

Ere heaving bellows learned to blow. 

While organs yet were mute, 

Timotheus, to his breathing flute 
And sounding lyre. 

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 

At last divine Cecilia came, 
inventress of the voetd frame ; 
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The sweet cntlnisiast, from her sacred store, 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds, 

With Nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown : 

He r.aised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. 

Grand Chorus. 

At last divine Cecilia came, 

Inventress of the vocal frame ; 

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store. 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 

And added length to solemn sounds. 

With Nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown : 

He raised a mortal to the skies ; 

She drew an angel down. 


Lines printed under the engraved Portrait 
OF RIiltqn, 

fn Tonson’s Folio Edition of ihe 'Paradise Lost,' i68S k 

Three poets, in three distant ages bom, 

Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 

The first in loftiness of thought surpassed, 

Tlie next in majesty, in both the last. 

The force of Nature could no farther go ; 

To make a third she joined the former two. 

’ Malone has suggested that these lines are an amplification of a distich 
addressed to Milton when at Rome by Salvaggi (otherwise unknown to fame) : 
‘ Grmcia Mrconidem jaclet sibi Roma Maronem, 

Anglia Miltonum jactat utriqne parem.’ 


I 1 3 
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To MY Friekd, Mr. Congre'vt;, 

On his Comedy called The Double Dealer, 1693. 

Well then, the promised hour is come at last, 

The present age of wit obscures the past ; 

Strong were our sires, and as they fought they mat, 
Conquering with force of arms and dint of wit : 
Theirs was the giant race before the flood ; 

And thus, when Charles returned, our empire stood. 
Like Janus' he the stubborn soil manured, 

With rules of husbandry the rankness cured ; 

Tamed us to manners, when the stage was rude, 
And boisterous English wit with art endued. 

Our age was cultivated thus at length. 

But what we gained in skill we lost in strength. 

Our builders were with want of genius curst ; 

The second temple was not like the first ; 

Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at length. 

Our beauties equal, but excel our strength. 

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base. 

The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space ; 

Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace. 

In easj’' dialogue is Fletcher’s praise ; 

He moved the mind, but had not power to naise. 
Great Jonson did by strength of judgment please. 
Yet, doubling F. etcher’s force, he wants his ease. 

In differing talents both adorned their age. 

One for the study, t’ other for the stage. 

But both to Congreve justly shall submit, 

One matched in judgment, both o’ermatched in wit. 
In him all beauties of this age we see, 1 

Etherege his courtship. Southern’s purity, > 

The satire) wit, and strength of manly Wycherly. ' 
All this in blooming youth you have achieved ; 


‘ Janus, the primitive and deified king of Latium. 
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Nor arc your foiled contemporaries grieved. 

So much the sweetness of your nuinncis move, 

We cannot envy you, because we love. 

Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he saw 
A beardless Consul made against the Jaw, 

And Join liis suffrage to the votes of Rome, 

Though he with Hannibal was overcome. 

Thus old Romano bowed to Raphael’s fame, 

And scholar to the youth he taught became. 

O that your brows my laurel had sustained ! 

Well had I been deposed, if you had reigned : 

The father had descended for the son. 

For only you arc lineal to the throne. 

Thus, when the State one Edward did depose, 

A greater Edward in his room arose : 

But now, not I, but poetry is curst ; 

For Tom the second reigns like Tom the first.* 

But let them not mistake my patron’s part 
Nor call his charity' their oWn desert. 

Yet this I prophesy, — Thou shalt be seen. 

Though with some short parenthesis between. 

High on the throne of wit, and, seated there, 

Not mine — that’s little — but thy laurel wear. 

Thy first attempt an early promise made ; 

That early promise this has more than paid. 

So bold, yet so judiciously y'ou dare. 

That your least praise is to be regular. 

Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought, 

But genius must be born, and never can be taught 
This is your portion, this your native store: 

Heaven, that but once was prodigal before. 

To Shakespeare gave as much ; she could not give him more. 
Maintain your post ; that ’s all the fame you need ; 

For ’tis impossible you should proceed. 


' Thomas Shadwell was succeeded as Idistoriographer Royal by Thomas 
Rymer, who was the right man for the post, though he was a poet of no ■ 
mark and a critic of no merit. In tlie poet-Iaureateship Shadwell was suc- 
ceeded by Tate. 



486 


. Tim ENGLISH POETS. 


Already I am worn with cares and age. 

And just abandoning the ungrateful stage : 
Unprofitably kept at Heaven’s expense, 

I live a rent-charge on His providence : 

But you, whom every Muse and grace adorn. 
Whom I foresee to better fortune bom. 

Be kind to my remains ; and oh, defend. 
Against your judgment, your departed friend ! 
Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue. 

But t’hade those laurels which descend to you : 
And take for tribute what these lines express ; 
You merit more, nor could my love do less. 


Palamon and Arcite*. 

[Book III. vv. 524-635 ; i6pS or 1699.] 

The herald ends : the vaulted firmament 
With loud acclaims and vast applause is rent : 

‘ Heaven guard a Prince so gracious and so good, 

So just, and yet so provident of blood ! ’ 

This was the general ciy. The trumpets sound. 

And warlike symphony is heard around. 

The marching troops through Athens take their way, 
The'great Earl-marshal orders their array. 

The fair from high the passing pomp bcliold ; 

A rain of flowers is from the windows rolled. 

The casements are with golden tissues spread. 

And horses’ hoofs, for earth, on silken tapestry tread. 
The King goes midmost, and the rivals ride 
In equal rank, and close his either side. 

Next after these there rode the royal wife. 

With Emily, the cause and the reward of strife. 

The following cavalcade, by three and three. 

Proceed by titles marshalled in dcgice. 

* A version of part of The Knighla Tale in the Canterlmry Tales, W. 2563 " 
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Thus through the southern gate they take their way, 
And at the list arrived ere prime of day. 

There, parting from the King, the chiefs divide, 

And wheeling east and west, before their many ride. 
The Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high, 
And after him the Queen and Emily; 

Ne.vt these, the kindred of the crown are graced 
"With nearer sfcats, and lords by ladies placed. 

Scarce were they seated, when with clamours loud 
In rushed at once a rude promiscuous crowd, 

The guards, and then each other overbare, 

And in a moment throng the spacious theatre. 

Now changed the jarring noise to whispers low, 

As v/inds forsaking seas more'^softly blow, 

When at the western gate, on which the car 
Is placed aloft that bears the God of War, 

Proud Arcitc entering armed before his train 
Stops at the barrier, and divides the plain. 

Red was his banner, and displayed abroad 
The bloody colours of his patron god. 

At that self moment enters Palamon 
The gate of Venus, and the rising Sun ; 

Waved by the wanton winds, his banner flies, 

All maiden white, and shares the people’s eyes. 

From cast to west, look all the world around, 

Two troops so matched were never to be found ; 
Such bodies built for strength, of equal age, 

In stature sized ; so proud an equipage : 

The nicest eye could no distinction make. 

Where lay the advantage, or what side to take. 

Thus ranged, the herald for the last proclaims 
A silence, while they answered to their names : 

For so the king decreed, to shun with care 
The fraud of musters false, the common bane of war. 
The tale was just, and then the gates were closed ; 
And chief to chief, and troop to troop opposed. 

The heralds last retired, and loudly cried, 

‘The fortune of the field be fairly tried!’ 
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At this the challenger, w-ith fierce defy, \ 

His trumpet sounds ; the challenged makes reply: > 

With clangour rings the field, resounds the vaulted sky. ' 
Their vizors closed, their lances in the rest. 

Or at the helmet pointed or the crest, 

They vanish from the barrier, speed the race, 

And spurring see decrease the middle space. 

A cloud of smoke envelopes either host. 

And all at once the combatants are lost : 

Darkling they join adverse, and shock unseen, 

Coursers with coursers justling, men with men: 

As labouring in eclipse, a while they stay, 

Till the next blast of wind restores the day. 

They look anew : the beauteous form of fight 
Is changed, and war appears a grisly sight. 

Two troops in fair array one moment showed, 

The next, a field with fallen bodies strewed : 

Not half the number in their seats are found, 

But men and steeds lie grovelling on the ground. 

The points of spears are stuck within the shield, 

The steeds without their riders scour the field. 

The knights unhorsed, on foot renew the fight ; 

The glittering fauchions cast a gleaming light ; 

Hauberks and helms ^are hewed with many a wound, 

Out spins the streaming blood, and dyes the ground. 

The mighty maces with such haste descend. 

They break the bones, and make the solid armour bend 
This thrusts amid the throng ndth furious force ; 

Dorni goes, at once, the horseman and the horse : 

That courser stumbles on the fallen steed. 

And, floundering, throws the rider o’er his head. 

One rolls along, a football to his foes ; 

One with a broken truncheon deals his blows. 

This halting, this disabled with his wound. 

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound, 

Where by the king’s award he must abide ; 

There goes a captive led on t’other side. 

By fits they cease, and leaning on the lance, 

Take breath a while, and to new fight advance. 
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Full oft the rivals met, and neither spared 
His utmost force, and each forgot to ward : 

^ The head of this was to the saddle bent. 

The other backtvard to the crupper sent : 

Both were by turns unhorsed ; the jealous blows 
Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they close. 

So deep their Tauchions bite, that everj' stroke 
Pierced to the quick ; and equal wounds they gave and took. 
Borne far asunder by the tides of men. 

Like adamant and steel they met again. 

So when a tiger sucks the bullock’s blood, j 
A famished lion issuing from the wood [ 

Roars lordly fierce, and cliallenges the food. * 

Each claims possession, neither will obey. 

But both their paws are fastened on the prey ; 

They bite, they tear; and while in vain they strive. 

The swains come armed between, and both to distance dtivc. 


To MY HONOURED KINSMAN, JOHN DRVDEN,’ 

Of Chesierion, m the county of Huntingdon, Esq.; iCgg. 

How blessed is he who leads a countT>- life, 

Unvexed with anxious cares and void of strife 1 
AVho, studying peace and shunning civil rage, 

Enjoyed his youth and now enjoys his age : 

All who deserve his love he makes his own ; 

And, to be loved himself, needs only to be known. 

Just, good, and wise, contending neighbours come j 
From your award to wait their final doom, { 

And, foes before, return in friendship home. 5 

AVithout their cost you terminate the cause 
And save the expense of long litigious laws, 

AA’hcre suits are traversed, and so little won 
Tliat he who conquers is but last undone. 

’ John Dtydcn, first cousin of the p"Ct, w.vs Mcmbrr for Hcnlingdr rshlre. 
and scciH' to have belonged to the Oppo ition, vhich called itself the 
Countr)- p-vrty. 
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Such are not your decrees ; but so designed, j 

The sanction leaves a lasting peace behind, [ 

Like your own soul serene, a pattern of your mind. ' 
Promoting concord and composing strife. 

Lord of yourself, uncumbered with a wife ; 

Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night. 

Long penitence succeeds a short defight : 

Minds are so hardly matched, that even the first. 
Though paired by Heaven, in Paradise were cursed. 

For man and woman, though in one thc)'^ grow, 

Yet, first or last, return again to two ; 

He to God’s image, she to his was made ; 

So farther from the fount the stream at random strayed. 

How could he stand, when, put to double pain. 

He must a weaker than himself sustain? 

Each might have stood perhaps, but each alone ; 

Two wrestlers help to pull each other down. 

Not that my verse would blemish all the fair ; 

But yet, if some be bad, ’tis wisdom to beware. 

And better shun the bait than struggle in the snare. 
Thus have you shunned and shun the married state, 
Trusting as little as you can to Fate. 

No porter guards the passage of your door. 

To admit the wealthy and e-xclude the poor ; 

For God, who gave the riches, gave the heart 
To sanctify the whole by giving part. 

Heaven, who foresaw the will, the means has nwought. 
And to the second son a blessing brought 1 
The first-begotten had bis father’s share, 

But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca’s heir.' 

So may your stores and fruitful fields increase. 

And ever be you blessed, who live to bless. 

As Ceres sowed where’er her chariot flew. 

As Heaven in deserts rained the bread of dew. 

So free to many, to relations most. 

You feed with manna your own Israel host 


' John Dryden inherited from his mother. 
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And no more 'mercy to mankind vill use 
Than ndicn he robbed and murdered' Maro’s muse. 
Wouldst thou be soon dispatched, and perish wiiole, 
Trust Maurus with thy life, and Milboum with thy soul 
By chase our long-lived fathers earned their iood ; 

Toil strung the ncrres and purified the blood : 

But we their sons, a pampered race of men, 

Are dwindled down to threescore j'cars and ten. 

Better to hunt in fields for health unbought 
Than fee the doctor for a nauseous draught. 

The wise for cure on exercise depend ; 

God never made his work for man to mend. 

The tree of knowledge, once in Eden placed, 

Was easy found, but was forbid the taste ; 

O, had our grandsire walked without his wife, 

He first had sought the better plant of life i 
Now botlr are lost ; yet wandering in the daik, 
Physicians for the tree have found the ba. k ; 

They, labouring for relief ol hiimtin kind. 

With sharpened sight some remedies may find ; 

The apothccary-train is wholly blind. 

From files a rand un iccipc they take, 

And ma .y dctiths of one prescription make. 

Garth ', generous as his Muse, prescribes and gives ; 

The shopman sells, and by destruction lives : 

Ungrateful tribe ! who, like the viper’s brood, 

From Medicine issuing, suck their mother’s blood ! 

Let these obey, and let the learned prescribe. 

That men m.ay die without a double bribe; 

Let them, but under their superiors, kill, 

\^’hcn doctors first iiavc signed the bloody bill ; 

He scapes the best, who, nature to repair. 

Draws physic from the fields in draughts of vital air. 

You board not hc.alth for your own private use, 

But on the public spend the rich produce. 

When, ohen urged, unwilling to be great, 

Your country' calls you from your loved retreat, 

’ Sir S.in.ccl Garth. r.n cminrat physician, ai'.'i KCtfiOi lire 

ovciwisc might s-ay) of the jioisa TJn Dis^tntarj. 
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And sends to senates, charged with common care, 
Which none more siums, and none can belter bear : 
Wliere could they find another formed so fit 
To poise“with solid sense a sprightly wit? 

Were these both wanting, (as they both abound,) 
Where could so firm in egrity be found? 

WclI-bom an.l wealthy, wanting no support, 

You steer betwixt the country and the court ; 

Kor gratify whale’cr the great desire. 

Nor grudging give what public needs require. 

Part must be left, a fund when foes invade ; 

And part employed to roll the watery trade ; 

Even Canaan’s happy land, when v.'orn with toil. 
Required a sabbath-year to mend the meagre soil. 

Good senators (and such arc you) so give, 

That kings may be supplied, the people thrive ; 

And he, when want requires, is truly wise, 

Who slights not foreign aids nor over-buys. 

But on our native strength in time of need relies. 
Munster was bought, we boast not the success 
Who fights for gain for greater makes his peace. 

Our foes, compelled by need, have peace embraced • 
The peace both parties want is like to last ; 

Which if secure, securely we may trade. 

Or not secure, should never have been made. 

Safe in our selves, while on our selves we stand, 

The sea is ours, and that defends the land. 

Be then the naval stores the nation’s care, 

New ships to build, and battered to lepair. 

Observe the war in every annual course ; 

What has been done w.as done with British force. 
Namur subdued is England’s palm alone ; 

The rest besieged, but we constrained the town : 


’ The Bishop of Miinster. the notorious Bernhard von Galen, re(;,ivcd 
English pay when taking part in the war against the Dutch; but o.i the 
intervention of France he laid down his arms in i6G6. 

” The Peace of Ryswick (r 697k concluded two years after Williain the 
Third’s capture of Namur, referred to a few lines further on. 
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\Ve saw the event that followed our success ; 

France, though pretending arms, pursued the peacc^ 
Obliged by one sole treaty to restore 
What twenty years of war liad tvon before. 

Enough for Europe has oar .Albion fought 
Let us enjoy the peace our blood has b >ught. 

When once the Persian king was put to fiigh.t. 

The weary ilaccdons refused to fight ; 

Tlieniseh es their oum mortality confessed, 

And left the son of Jove to quarrel for the rest. 

Even victors are by victories undone : 

Thus Hannibal, vriin foreign laurels won, 

To Carthage was recalied. too late to keep his own. 
While sore of battle, while our wounds arc rreen, 
^^Tly should we tempt the doubtful die again? 

In wars renewed uncertain of success, 

Sure of a share, as umpires of the peace. 

•A patriot both the l.ing .and countiy serves, 
rrcTOgatlve and privilege preserves. 

Of each our I iws th.c certain limit show ; 

One must not ebb, nor t’otb.cr overflow. 

Bctwi.vt the Prince and Parh.ament we stand ; 

The b.arriers of the State on either hand : 

May neither oveniow, for then they dror\n the land. 
When both .are fuil. they feed our blessed abode, 
Like those that w.atcrcd once the Paradise of God- 
Some ororpaisc of sw.ry by turns they share; 

In peace the people, .and the prince in war : 

Consuls uf moderate psiwers in c.alms v.ere made; 
When the G.auls came, one sole dis.t.>’.or swayed. 

P.rtriets in peace as-ert the pcopl-’s right, 

M’lth noble stuhbi->mnt-<3 rx.si'^ting migb.t : 

Eo l.auk‘55 mand.rtes from the court receive, 

Eor lend by f-rre, b.jl its a body gr\c. 

Such « rs y< ur gc.acrous gr.rnd'trc. fref'to gran: 


r 
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But .'0 tenncious of tlic common 0.1x1*50 
As not to ksid the hiin; nuninst his latvs ; 

And, in a ioatiisomc dungeon doomed to lie, j 
In hond> retained his hirth-right liberty, > 

And shamed oppression, till it set him free. ' 

O true dcsccnd.int of a p.itriot line, 

Wlio, xvhile thou bharcst their lustre, lend'st them thine, 
Vouchsafe this picture of thy soul to see ; 

Tis so far good ns it resembles thee. 

The beauties to the original 1 owe, 

Wliich wlien I miss, my own defects I show. 

Nor tliinl: tlie Icindrcd liluscs thy disgrace ; 

A poet is not bom in cvciy race. 

Two of a house few ages can afford. 

One to perform, another to record. 

Braisewonhy actions are by thee cmiiraccd ; 

And ’tis my praise to make thy praises last. 

For even when death dissolves our human frame, 

The soul returns to Heaven from whence it came, 
Earth keeps the body, verse preserves the fame. 


Veni CrtEaTOR Spiritus’, 


Creator Spirit, by whose aid 

The world’s foundations first were laid, 

Come, visit every pious mind ; 

Come, pour thy joys on humankind ; 
From sin and sorrow set us free, 

And make thy temples worthy thee, 

0 source of uncreated light, 

The Father’s promised Paraclete ! 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 


‘ This paraphrase ot the Latin hj-jnn popula'ly atlrilnited to Charje- 
raagne was first printed in Tonson’s folio edition of Dryden’s Poems, 1701. 
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Come, and thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us, while v.-c sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high, 

Rich in thy sevenfold energy* ! 

Thou strength of his Almiglity hand, 

Whose power does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 

Who dost tlic gift of tongues disper..c, 

And crown'si thy gift with eloquence. 

Refine .and purge our earthy parts ; 

Hut, oh, infiame and (ire our hearts ! 

Our frailties help, our vice control. 

Submit the senses to the sou! ; 

And when rebellious they arc grown. 

Then lay thy hand, .and hold thetn down, 

Chase from our minds the infernal iue, 

And pc.ice, the fntit of Love, bestow ; 

And lest our fect should step astr.ay, 

Pnnect anti guide us in the way. 

Mahc m, eternal truths iicc\c, 

And practise all that wc bohevc : 

Give us thy self, limt ue m.tj sec 
Tlie Father and the Son by tlice. 

Iimnort.il honour, endless f.cnic. 

Attend the Alinigiuy Fatlitr’s n.ime : 

The SaMour Son be glorified. 

Who tor lost nJ.nn's redemption died : 

And vm ■ d -adoration be. 

Eternal P.ar.jclctc, to thee 1 




